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THE WHITE FARM.

Now the Sunmer’s come back and the weather is warin,
1l buy o white house and I'll start & white farm ;

Tl groom my white cows ill they 're softer'than silk
And give me great pails of the whitest of milk;
Jinormous white horses shall stand in the stables,

And white fan-tail pigeons shall coo round the gubles.
1’1l eat from white dishes with white shiny lids,

I'll keep a white nanny with little white kids;

We'll be all over-run with white aiiee and white vats,
And 'l let my white tervier chase my white cats.

In @ little white dairy 11l make my eream-cheese,

And I'll whitewash the trunks of the erab-apple trees.
There 'l be white woolly Southdow ns inwhite-painted pens,
White geese and white turkeys and white cocks and hens,
Little white ponies with lovely white tails

Poking their heads over white paddock-rails,

White dueks on the pond and white pigs in the sy,

And the whitest white rubbits that money ean buy;

And fifty years henee, if you look for me there,

You'll ind an old body with snowy white hair.
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THE INFLUENCE OF DANCING.
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TULBE WAS ONCE A LARGE AND UGLY
BEAST—
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Ilostess. “Loox AT Mu, SIMPSON——ILE 'S RUNNING OFF WITIHL THE FRUIT BALAD.”
Host. “Musr Bi2 A TOUCIH OF 8UN, 111 'S USUALLY QUITH HONENI."
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She. “Youns, ranrsun!”
He (politely). “ N-Nor a1 Ath—y-¥0U ¢an Havi, 13.”
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OUR OUTDOOR SKETCHING CLASS.

POSING THE MODIEL.
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MODERN APPLICATIONS OF ANCIENT METHODS
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“1 BAY—COULD YOU UMPIRE TOR us?”

‘Surk. GGor A warsrrys 2

dotie U YOUR TR IS RONLWHAT UFsil THAT YOU SHOULD HAVE GIVEN HIM QU L.B.aw."”

Loetlers W1 'ap o OFION 15 THE MATEEE, MY LADY.
PARIT D (U WL

I Mrcae ave OVERLOOKED A LIME 01t TWO, LUT THE 'OLE BODY OVER-
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Chorus. “ Htl Sror THAT TENT, 1LEABL.”

AL THANKS BO MUen."
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Fair Bather, T vk 1r's DISGUSTING THE WAY SOMI; OF THESE PROPLE WALK ABOUI WITIIOUL BATHING-WRAPS.”

RO ALNG, DAANG, AUNTUR WILL TEACH YOU TO swiM.”
ooes P v, Aevon, D' ey 1 RYING, BULD IT'S 50 DIFFICCLY TO PUSH TII SEA AStog,”
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HOM@EOPATHY ; OR, THE AFTER-DINNER DUOLOGUE.
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THE BATHING-HUT.

R MARTELLO
Played on the ‘cello;
His wood was good and his tone was mellow
And he showed remarkable powers
He stood on the stiand
Of old England,
And he cried to the King,
"1 have thoushl of a thing 1"
The King said, " What
Did you say you had got »"
And Mi. Martello
Replied with a bellow,
“The notion of makmg fowers "

Mi. Marlello
Grew old and yellow,
No longer he played on the violongello,
Aud they burred hin under the dank yew;
But he dofted the shore
For miles of more
With dear hittle towers
Which are st ke ours,
We hike ours best,
And we call it " The Nest,”
Oh, Mr Murtello,
Most wonderful fellow !

M1, Martello, we thank you ! lvor.
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HOLIDAY-MAKERS OF HISTORY.

CALIGULA SPENDS A QUIRT WEEK ILND AT HIS BUNGALOMW By 1. ¢
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HOLIDAY-MAKERS OF HISTORY.

LOUIS XV LIVES “THI. SIMPLE LIFE” ON A FARM
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DEGREES IN ENTERTAINMENT.

IN THE GREAT DAYS OF LEARNING THEY HAD THE PLEASING CUSTOM OF PROVIDING  FHOSE WHOSE WK MBI D

ACADEMIC RECOGNITION WITH AN BENTERTAINMIENT IN THEIR HONOUR

IN THESE MORE PRACFICAL TIMES, HOWEVER, WE GIWE Tk HOROR a6t 1 o e Jnperre o
AND THUS MAKE THEM PROVIDE CHE OPNIFRIAINWMG NP Bl W]y,
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NOV/ THAT WE

hune 14, 1926

THE AERIAL VIEWPOINT IN ART.

ARE NO LONGER TIED TO THE GROUND, SURELY IT IS TIME THAT PAINTERS GOT AWAY FROM THE

COMMONPLACE VIEW OF THINGS AND INDULGED MORE IN THE ASPECT FROM
THE AIR, WHICH 1S, AS ONE CAN SEE—
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v A SUNNY MORNING IN THIEE MIDLANDS")
SO VERY SUITABLE FOR LANDSCA P

CTHI SECLUDED  POOL )

SO EMINENTLY DESIRABLE IN THE CASE OF BATHING-
PICTURIS
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Lo MENT O PARIS

Thte A L OMPOSTTIONS
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COSIROIOSEPH PABSNIP, MAYOR OF POGGTIFSWICK ™)

AND ABSOLUIFLY INVALUABLE FOR PORTRAITURE.
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A QUESTION OF TEMPERAMENT.
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BUT THEN HE ONLY KNOWS THI FAIRWAY.
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A QUESTION OF TEMPERAMENT.

!
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BITS OF NATURAL HISTORY— AND WILD LIFE—

THAT HE KNOWS NOTHING OF.

S

"RLLL" INDRED!
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FANCY DRESS AND THE ORIGINAL WEARERS.

“YES, I KNOW WE DO LOOK PRETMY CONSIDFRABLE ASSES IN FANCY DRESS, BUT MWHAT MWodth

THE ORIGINAL WEFAREFRS

-

-t

“Jo s

LOOK LIKE IN OUR CTOT LY



Derek (forty=cighth question). "MUMMY, HOW CAN YOU TELL QUICKSANDS ?"
Harassed Parent. “OH -ER, YOU SEE, THEY'RE LIKE ORDINARY SANDS, ONLY QUICKER."

Loval Foancoe "ESNTT ROBERT TUST SPLENDID AT GETIHING OUT OF THE wAY /"
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Mr. Packweed noticed that there was
no noise. And no banana-sking. No
policemen. And no ill-tempered con-
versation between one driver and an-
other. The traftic seemed to control

ners of a Bluetopian could prevent
Marble from noticing if, *“ that every-
thing in Bluetopia is just so—perfect.”

“ Just so,” repeated Marble, with a
simple, childlike, but somewhat Hamp-

itself, driving on both sides of the road.'stead gaze.

The citizens had the
same austere vegetarian
beauty as those he had
already seen, and all had
the curious blue chins of
men who will have to
shave again if they are
going out to dinver. All
wore clothes of the same
Art-and-Craft Undystyle
as Ivory. They also wore
an expression of ovine
beatitude and satisfied
vectitude, looking decor-
ously before them as they
walked, like people who =
have just put a shilling
in the poor-hox.

But Mr, Packweed,
studying the appearance
of this happy race, remarked a remark-
able thing.

Thete was not a smile on any of their
faces. . . .
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When Mr. Packweed had been dis-
infected and had feasted his fill on a
grape-[ruit and a few grains of barley
soaked in water, he found himself
alone with a not unattractive per-
son of what he took to be the oppo-
site sex, though her clothes were
much the same as his own, which
were now Bluetopian.

This person’s name was Marble
and, as appeared to be the habit of
the Bluetopians, she immediately
began to Jecture him upon the im-
perfections of his own planet; for
the Bluetopians are nothing if not
boosters. .

Marble told Mr. Packweed so
much about the noble characters
and customs of the Bluetopians
that Mr. Packweed began toloscin-
terest. Their science, their system,
their spirit of service, their high-
mindedness and hygiene—all of
these became more and more offen-
sive to Mr. Packweed. Nothing,
it secmed, could go wrong in Blue-
topia.  Studs did not roll under |
chesls of drawers, for there were
nostuds. The soap was never lost
in the bath, but scientifically pre-
sented itself to tho hand when
wanted; while if a Bluetopian bad
so much as an unworthy thought
a bell rang and the man was instantly
destroyed. The very apples had no

ips.

« I understand therefore,” said Mr.
Packweed at Jast, yawning so widely
that not even the unimpeachable man-

- e
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“«THE CITIZENS WORE AN EXPRESSION OF SATISFIED RECTITUD.”

“Then how is it,” said the English-
man, “ that in this country I never hoar
any laughter?”

¢ Laughter ?” said Marble. * What
is that ?”

«Man,” said Mr. Packweed, with a
vague jdea that he was quoting some-
body, but not quite sure, *“is the only

<

CA\VHAT 18 THAT

animal that langhs and eries, for he
aloune is conscious of the distinetion be-
tween things as they are and things
as they ought to be.”

“But here,” said tho simple, child-

like but anwwic and frankly inhuman

g [ N
Q‘R R K:,J___.—\ —= weed again.
= S—H :
WRAREA AR WAL

Marble in surprise, “everything :s as
it ought to be.”

“Golly ! " said Mr. Packweed, with a
flash of revelation, * I see it all. In
this country everything is perfect, and
therefore it is impossible to laugh . . .

Golly ! said Mr. Pack-

IIL

After two weeks in
Bluetopia Mr. Packwecd
had to confess to himself
that he was rapidly drilt-
inginto amostunhealthy
condition of nobility and
goodness. Try how he
would he could not
cherish an ungenerous
thought or commit an
untidy action. On the
fifth day, in a desperato
effort at wickedness, he
had asked Marble il he
mightkissher,andshehad
replied, “ Whatis that ? "
—which seemed to tuke a great deul of
the spice out of the adveniure. Then
again, the Bluetopians had no sports or
games, but were continually taking long
walks over the hills, during which they
discussed the Universe and such few
seientitic problems as remained for them
to solve. Neither had they any theatres
or concerts, being satisfied to listen
to the music of thestars. Mr. Pack-
weed had always loathed country
walks and distrusted the Universe,
| but he felt that he might easily
find himsell being drawn into that
kind of thing unless he took some
corrective steps.

So on the seventeenth day he
was bo be seen befere the Supreme
Couneil, urging upon them the
L most strange proposal, that he
should be allowed to prepare, in-
stitute and equip—what do you
think? ——a goll-course.  *¢1 urge
this,” ho sald, “ on the best Blue
topian grounds, for this < goll’ of
whieh 1 speak is no more than a
country walk, bul a country walk
scientifically condueted.  More-
over, no man who cecupies him-
self with *goll” can he suspeeted
of uny base personal motive or
even of purswing his own happi-
ness. On the contrary, ns you will
see, it 1, if anything, an ingenious
method of self-mortification, and
induces humility, fuith, hope aud
indeed all tho hest virtues (with
the possible exeeption of charity),
while any man who expected to geb
any sclfish satisfaction oubt of this
cgoll * would qualify as the most optis
mistic Bluetopian of you all.”

The Supreme Conneil, charmed by

PERL
I

this deseription, immediately gave thew
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permission, stipulating only that on
the Bluetopian principle of equality
the holes should be all the same length.

A willing army of workers was placed
at his disposal, and not many days later
Mr. Packweed was to be seen standing
proudly upon his first tee, surrounded
by the wondering population of the City
ol Light, and preparing to drive.

«T ghall now direct,”
he said, lapsing uncon- =——
sciously into Bluetopian-
ese, ¢ this fair white ball
towards yonder scarlet
flag.”

So saying he raised his
driver, waggled, waggled
and waggled yet again,
and at long last drove.
The ball hit the corner
of the tee-box and, glane-
ing off, struck the Lord
President of Bluetopia in
the pit of the stomach.

And a great shout of
laughter went up from
the multitude.

It was the first time
for centuries that any-
thing had gone wrong in
Bluetopia; the first time
that all those souls had witnessed a
lapse from dignity or an incongruity
et ween effort and result ; the first time
therefore that they had laughed.

Having laughed, they glanced at one
another guiltily, but decided that on
the whole they liked it.

Mr. Packweed procceded with his
round, passing zig-zag from rough to
rough in his accustomed way, and he
was followed by the entire population,
laughing out loud (with the
exception of the Lord High
President).

At the end of his round
the entire population joined
tho Club, cager to share in
these heavenly and laugh-
tor-making disasters. The
corruption of Bluctopia had
hegun.

For it was soon discovered
that everybody else’s mis-
fortunes wero funny, and
that not only golf but many
other enterprises could pro-
vide misfortunes and fail-
ures that were funny. All
sorts of things were al-
lowed, and finally encour-
aged, to go wrong; and the Bluetopians
{ound that they bad never been really
happy before. Official hanana-skins
were left about the strects to encour-
age public mirth. Traflic jams were
systematically arranged and peviodi-
cal strikes made compulsory; and
when all these more primitive amuse-
meunts had been tried wages were intro-

duced and scientifically varied, so that
rich and poor might have the fun of
laughing at each other.

The country was placed in charge
of Government Departments whose
proceedingswere published. ThusBlue-
topia became a complete muddle and
contentment reigned everywhere.

And Love ... Last of all Love, the

TO THE CUCKOO.

Iy April come you will—
Accept, I pray,
In place of ode or roundelay
A poet’s strictures,

Bad bird, whose every utterance
Some fraud recalls, brought home

by CrANCE

In moving pictures.

InMay you'sincr all day—
With minoy thirds

«THE BALL STRUCK THE LORD PRESIDENT IN THE PIT OF THE STOMACH.”

most comic of human misfortunes, be-
came legal, and indeed compulsory—
marriages, babies, mothers-in-law and
all. With this reform the last preten-
sions of Bluetopia to be a sane and
orderly state departed. Mr. Packweed
wag made Lord High President, wore
trousers again, and married Marble,
who, after laughing several times, had
Lecome quite human. Meanwhile his
courtship was regarded by the popu-

¢ Ml BEST ENTERTAINMENT THAT HAD YET OCCURRED.”

lation as the best entertainment that
had yet occurred. Somuchdiditengross
the attention of the people that they
forgot all about Science and drifted

steadily down-hill till they reached ab
last the condition of a third-class planeb
and became gloriously happy.

Which only shows the importance
of golf. AP H.

Embarrassing more mod-
est birds’
Attempts at wooing :
The throstle’s flute, the
finch’s pipe,
The airy wing-drum of
- the snipe,
The cushaf’s cooing.

2z In June you change your ;
tune— .
With husky note,
" Twin‘‘cuck-cucks” stifled
in your threat, -
And “coos ” staccato,
You fret the noontide’s
drowsing ease,
The murmuring rills, the
whispering trees,
The bees’ legato.

In July you prepare to fly—
* Do sun-burnt swards
Tvoke through memory’s subtle
chords
Your destination,
Dar-es-Salaam or Timbuctoo
Or wheresoever rogues like you
Drift on migration ?

In August go you must—
Pray do not fail
To cateh the first propitious
gale
Fate may provide you.
Though others trick with
dainty phrase
Their vernal burblings in
your praise,
I can’t abide you.

It is rumoured that as a
counterblast to the banking
departments at some of our
big stores a bargain base-
ment will be included in the
new Bank of England.

An American star flm-
actress is said to be un-
married. Bub this is nothing unusual.
It happens constantly to some of them.

With reference to Mr. Jack DEme-
suy's next fight there is some talk of
submitting it to arbitration.

A Scottish golfer has saved twenty-
two persons from drowning. What's
bogey? -
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Fisherman. “LoOK ouT, DONALD—ILE"LL IAVE ME IN.”
Gillie. “Av, AY. (dside) AIr WINNA LET TN GET YE BOTIL”
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Clclfer. “Wiar AN I DOING WRONG Now 2"
Tnstrictor. * STANDIN' $00 NBAR AR IALL—AFTER YOU VI ey i
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Ouner. “My DEAR CHAP, IT’S QUITE ALL RIGHT. I’LL TELL YOU WHEN SHE 'S GOIN' OVER.”

TLIN’ YACHT THIS SIMPLY COULDN'T

D DOUGHT A MOTOR-BOAT INSTEAD OF THIS FOO

Fyiend. “Now 1F YOU 'D TAKEN MY ADVICE AN
(TAVI, TAPPENED.”
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OUR VILLAGE PAGEANT.

Villager (as Boadicea passes), * NOTE THE PRIMITIVE WAY THEY 'AD OF CARRYIN' PHI SPARE WHERL IN THEM DAys,”
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THE MUSIC OF THE WAVES.

ALLEGRETTO. STACCATO.

e

Cox AMORIL. TRANQUILLAMENTE. ANDANTE TREMOLANDO.

RisoLuTo ALLEGRO IMPETUOSO. FINALE,
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Mrs, "drris (who has never heard of the Hrney Wirns Peak). © JoCKiYS, DEARIE.”
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ScrNr—Subwrban Tennis Tows ncanent,
Unyire (recrniled haphazard), © STop 1105 GAMIZ A MOMENT, ¥LUASE,  L'VE BROKEN 1105 POINT OF MY PRENCH.
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June 21, 1926.

DIDN'T PAY MORE ATTENTION TO THE BOOK OF INSTRUCTIONS.

WHEN MR, SMYTIE, OF “SUNNYBANK,” INVESTED IN A MOTOR LAWN-MOWER IT WAS A PITY HE
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Punch Summer Number—1926.

June 21, 1926.

GAMES AND THE GIRL: A VICTORIAN RETROSPECT.

But wiuaT 10 AMBLIA TAD PLAYED T EAMIT BORT OF GAMLE P




Number—1926.

Punch Summer

June 21, 1926

A VICTORIAN RETROSPECT

GAMES AND THE GIRL:
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OR, SUPPOSING Lucy HAD GONE ALL OUT AT CROQUET—

ok ANGELINA HAD BROKEN LOOSE AMONG THE TOXOPHILITES.




Punch Summer Number—l9£6.

THE HELPER.
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SHE-SHANTIES.
“] WOULDN'T BE TOO LADY-LIKE . . .

”

I wourpx'T be too lady-like in love if I were you.
I used to sit in this here park with somebody I knew,
And he was very fond of me, and I was fond of Joe,
And yet we got no forrarder in seven years or so.
Well, he’d sit thinking, “ Do I dare ?”
And I'd sit thinking, < Lord, he’s slow !
And so we both sat thinking there,
And then 1t would be time to go.
I only had to say, «“ Oh, Joe !
And he’d have kissed me, that I know;
But could I do 1t 2 I could not.
And so he married Mabel Bott,
And all because I acted like a lady.

Some days we used to sit at home and talk about the rain;
I've always heard that perfect love made everything so plain;
They may be right—all I can say, I never found it so,
Yor Love is just about the biggest muddle that I know.
Well, dear, he loved me 1n his way,
And I was very fond of Joe,
But he was too afraid to say,
And I was too refined to show.

And just when things were shaping well
Mamma come in and broke the spell ;

It broke his spirit in the end,

He went and found another friend—
And all because I acted like a lady.

I blame it on my mother, dear, who brought me up too well,
And told me when a girl was kissed a girl should ring the bell.
Wewomen mustn’t take the lead,but nowandthen you’ll find
It’s just as well to give a man a little push behind.
Well, he’d st thinking, *“ Do I dare 2”
And I'd sit thinking, « Go it, Joe !”
And so we just sat thinking there,
And then, it seemed, he had to go.
I only had to catch his eye,
And sigh a sort of sickly sigh ;
But could I do it 2 I could not.
And so he married Mabel Bott,

And all because I acted like a lady. A P.H.

«Mr, Kirkwood did his best to keep the ketile boiling by repeated
declarations that he didn’t care a button for anybody.”—Dasily Paper.
And if we thought that it would keep our kettle boiling
without the use of coal we should not hesitate to say that
we don't care a button for Mr. KiIREwWoOD.

YOI, CLYAIL
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MUSSOLINI ON PULP.

[Among various economic measures recently passed by the Fascist
Government, newspapers are to be limited to six pages, in view of the
paucity of local pulp.]

To Mr. Punch.

How great is Mussornint (Sig.)!

How happy Rome in her Colossus!
‘We have no portent quite so big

Among the demagogues that boss us;
His soaring headpiece strikes the blue
Harder than Coox’s, the miners’ cockatoo.

He issues laws—a weekly crop

That shames the total tale of Sorox's;
To crime he puts a final stop

‘Where others failed with semi-colons;
And when he talks about economy
His word is tantamount to Deuteronomy.

He swells the eight-hour day to nine
To make production more intensive;
Hoe pares the Press down very fine
(Imported pulp is so cxpensive);
Each rag’s confined—no gradual stages—
To just a pitiful hall-dozen pages.

What if our journals thus were cut ?
What if, with space for news so narrow,
A champion’s fore-arm drive or putt,
An Eton boundary (or a Harrow),
With pressmen aching to extol "em,
Had to be cooped within a paltry column ?

Could we of Britain brook this rude
Knoek to our sheets, and those who read 'cm,
With the same Roman fortitude
That bears Il Duce’s blow at Freedom ?
It 1 have probed our raco aright
And gauged its courago, I should say we might.

Tour-paged was Winston’s own Gazelte;
Wo boro those limits equa mente ;
And T could miss without regrot
Much of our prints’ superfluous plenty,
I[ only, Sir, of all the Press
Your shadow, whoro I lie, grows never less.

0.5.

“PASTORAL 8.

W are on the telephone.

So probably are you; but I doubt if it is quite the sanc
thing. To you I expect tho telephone ig an affair of no
great moment ; to us it is both intimate and vital. We live
miles from anywhere; there is not even u telograph-office
in the village.

* Anybhing might happen,”’ we said to each other in the
old days, “cut oft like this.”

For years nothing did happen, and then three cottages
caught fire. While the men were being fetehed from tho
hayfields a boy on a push-bike was pedalling to the nearest
town to summon the fire-engine.

1t is quite a large town, but the fire-engine was not a
motor onec and had to be hitched on to the back of some-
one's furniture-van and trundled out to us “ut a speed not
oxceeding ten miles an hour.” "When it arrived the cottages
were burnt down.

¢ Something must be done,” we said.

The result, ten months later, is our telephone.

Our exchange is a neighbouring village some miles off.
It used to be our nearest tolegraph-office, so wo are well

aequainted with the lady in charge. She has always been
Mrs. Mead to us, and our names have always been used by
her; but the telephone has altered all that.

Both she and we have a book of the words and have duly
read and digested it. We are to say the name of the
exchange ; so when we ring up we always say, let us call if,
¢ Pagtoral,” though we know all the time it is really Mrs.
Mead; and she calls us by our numbers. She never has to
ask for them ; she knows our voices. No one who has not
heard hercan appreciate the mingled deference and authority
with which Pastoral says ¢ Bight.”

The post-office and Mrs. Mead’s living-room merge into
one another, so when we ¢lilt cur receiver ” (v:de book of
the words) we hear other voices than Pastoral’s official one.

One day we asked for London. Such a thing had not
happened before. Pastoral was startled; her soft voice
came over the wire, but not speaking to us.

I é‘ My dear, Bight wants a call to London. What shall
o ? n

¢“That be all right, Mother. You ring up Casterbridge ;
they 'l tell 'ee.”

A pause, and then, ¢ Can’t hear un very well.”

¢ Shake that black thing; that’ll make un better.”

“So it do.  Oh, they d’ want the London number.”

¢ Botter ask Right for it then.”

“Wait » minute. I must write un down. Where be my
pencil? Here’t is. Hight, can I have the number you
want, please ?”

We gave it, « Chelsea double three five seven nine.”

% Chel—sea, two—three—five—seven—nine."”

*No, double threo.”

A pause—then, very brightly :—

¢ Six—{five—seven—nine.”

“No. Double three—two threos.”

“ I said that, Bight; I said six.”

“No, no, no. Just write down what I say, Mrs, Moad—-
Pastoral, I mean—and ropeat it to Casterbridge. Double
throe—five—seven~—nine.”

“ Vory well, 'm.”

We heard it done, and tho pause for Castorbridge's reply,
then Pastoral’s voice again, very gentle and slow—* Iight!
Castiorbridgo says it is throc—bhrve—{five—seven—nine you
wanb.  And the book says replace your receiver for a trunk
call and we will xing you. Ploase.” Ildvidently tho book
did not say * please.”

On another occasion we wanted to ring up the railway.

“Greab Western Station, please,” said I, forgetting our
newness.

“Thank—you.” Then,“ Bightwants tho Railway Station.
I suppose I ring up Casterbridge, Dolly ? "

“That’s right, I expect.”

“Ol, thoy ' suy I mustn't call thom like that. T must
always say the number. And Iight must too. T must toll
her. She must look up nunbers in the book hefore ringing,
they d’ say.”

“ Better toll her then, Mother,”

“Who, Hight? No, you look un up, Dolly. I haven't
got my glasses. Tlere is the book,”

“What shall I look for?”

* Botter try alphabetically.”

A long pause—und at last :—-

“You are through, Kight.  And for future reforcnce the
numbor is ono six.”

Doos your exchange talk to you like that ?

More Unnatural History.
“Hear Dr, —— on this Sunday, 7.30 r.ar in the sermon on ¢ The
British Lion’s Restless Brood’; or, ‘Chickens Come Home to
Roost.'"—American Paper.
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HIS TATEST MASTER'S VOICE.

Tue Frexcr Poopne. ¢ YOU KNOW I DON'T LIKE THIS STABILIZING STIUNT. 'YOU
TRIED TO MAKE ME DO IT ONCE BEFORE.”

M. Cammravx. “AH! BUT I'VE GOT A BETTER WHIP THIS TIME.”
[Shortly after joining the new French Ministry M. CaiLraux publicly declared that nobody could undertake the portfolio of
Finance ‘‘ without having full control of the Government.”]
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Wife (lo husband who 15 unaceustomed to punting but has been doing Lis best up-stream for the last hour or ), “ DARLING, Wi

NEVER SENT THAT IMPORTANT WIRE TO AUNT JANE.

Do YOU THINK THERI'S AN OFFICH IHGHUL up?”

CHARIVARIA.

A Norrorx lady who has by means of
spiritualism been in communication
with a pet parrot which died two years
ago says the bird is in heaven. Mr.
Coox must not trust too much to this
precedent. %

b
st

A North of England newspaper refers
to the miner as a man of peace. Mr.
Coox will want to know who first started
this scandal. _—

*

We can obtain no confirmation of
the rumour that the pain in Mlle.
LienereN's arm which caused her retire-
ment from the Lawn Tennis Champion-
ships was due to Wri'ter's cramp.

e
.

Mr. Ortver BaLowiy, in The Sunday
Ezpress, has given instances of disaster
averted by warnings received from a
guardian angel. Yet his father often
disregards those given by Lord Braver-
BROOK."

.
o
st

A film star has married a Prince.
Her friends attribute her act to the
influence of the movies.

e st
o

In reporting the second Test match

the Press refer to the home team as
the better side. A curious pro-English
clement seems Lo he crecping into the
sporting Press. e

We see it stated that a Dean of St.
Paul’s was the first to discover how to
bottle beer. Nothing like that has cver
been done by the current Dean.

A lady who is a grandmother has
postponed her attempt to swim the
Channel till next year. This constitutes
a record for grandmothers.

I

In view ol the large number of poople
who will be swimming the Channel this
season those intending to do so are
advised to avoid the rush hours.

LR

An American complaing that it is
difficult to get hot water at meals in
London hotels. The thing is quite
simpleif ho only knew. Ile should order
a cup of tea. &

*

Owing to foot-and-mouth disease the
Ministrr oF HEanTH has forbidden the
movement of animals in certain parts.
The horse we put our money on the
other day must have thought that he
came under this restriction.

“ What aro we going to do with houso-
flies this swmmoer?” asks a weokly
paper. We don't know; Mr. Cook hasn’t
told us yet. R

Travellers are warnod against luggagoe
thioves on railway platforins. A good
plan is to label one’s attaché case « Not,
to bo Stolen,”

The West ITam Guardiang have asked
the Government for another four-hun-
dred-and-twenty-five thousand pounds.
Wo don’t suppose there is any harm in
asking. W

T

h
It is officially announced that one-
hundred-and-fifteen Metropolitan polico-
men were bitten by dogs Inst year, A
fancier makes the suggoestion that a
slice of policeman now and then im-
proves a dog’s stamina,

A weekly paper says that rabbits aro
able to see behind as weoll ag in front of
them. That is why they make such
admirable pedestrinns,

A doctor remarks that many tele-
phone operators cannot sleep al night.
We too have been kept awnke before
now by a guilty conscience.
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The Rome correspondent of a daily
paper describes GaBrIELE D’ ANNUNZIO
as the greatest contemporary Italian
goet. He will hardly take that lying

own.

ok
s

A gossip note reminds us that it was
Lord BaLrour who introduced golf into
political circles. He incurred a grave
responsibility. .

*

At a meeting of the Pembrokeshire
Agricultural Committee it was stated
that Welsh eggs have a bad name.
The name was not disclosed.

Mr. F. A. Mircaerr HepeEs reports
in The Daily Maal that in the Caribbean
Sea there are sharks sixty feet long and
other terrible monsters. This will prob-
ably have the effect of deciding people
to go to Thanet as usual.

* ok

A contemporary observes that it is
no longer unfashionable to live north of
the Park. This is great news for
Golder’s Green.

*

It is announced that in Mr. H. G.
WgeLLs's new novel prominent public
people appear under their own names.
This of course is nothing new in fietion;
it often happens in the Press.

&

A man has been sent to prison for
posing as a Test Match cricketer. It is
realised that leniency with this type of
impostorhasinthepastlostusthe Ashes.

The present state of affairs in the
Ritf seems to be a Guerilla Peace.
sk
ES
The Zoo is said to have imported
four hundred sea-horses from the Bay of
Biseay. Can the Admiralty be intend-
ing to increase the establishment of the
Horse Marines? . .

Captain Warnrrouse, M.P., says
that we import twenty million artificial
teeth annually. It’s horrible to think
that the only things we can gnash af
our American Debt are American teeth.

sk

"
New mechanism at Lord’s enables

the score-board to be worked more
quickly. This was found very useful
during Mr. Corrins’ second innings and
when HosBs was in the nineties.

* %

*

The Director of the Army canteens
says that post-War soldiers buy buns
instead of beer. The thin red line seems
doomed to be a thing of the past.

®

Sefiorita LiLI DE ALVAREZ may be &
greal player some day if she can only
learn to have a nervous prostration at
the right time.

wa/ S,
é. (il

2

PORTRAIT OF A PESSIMIST MAKING UP HIS INCOME-TAX PAPERS WHILE WAITING HIS
TURN AT THE DENTIST'S.

Sir Hexry Hapow says that sarcasm
is a form of disease. Rude ill-health,
so to spealk. % %

%

Our special avenue-explorer writes to
ask whether we think an eight-hour
day, each hour to consist of only fifty-
two-and-a-half minutes, would be ac-
ceptable to the Miners’ Federation.

Attention is drawn to the excessive
number of motor smashes. Itisthought
that a maximum will have o be agreed
upon. % %

L
e

These snake-skin shoes must make

the Serpent sorry he ever spoke to Bve
in the first place.
Bk

We are soon to have two separatbe
radio programmes broadcast simultane-
ously. That will be one for each ear.

*

A new shirt for men is decorated with
petals like a iower. We dread to think
of a sentimental laundress playing ** He
loves me . . . heloves me not”’ with it

Notice in poulterer’s shop :—

“We arc dropping our cggs for one week to
2)- per dozen.”

Omelettes should be cheap that week.
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POLO.

I mavE never seen polo before,
cannot say that I have seen if now,

though I have spent six-
ty minutes looking at it.
Polo is one of these in-
visible games. The

“ground ”isanenormous !

space some three hun-

dred yards by two hun- ~

dred, and the game is
played at the far side of
it. Thefarside,of course,
may be at one side or the
other, according to the
position of the spectator.
That is to say, if the
spectator in an access of
curiosity should transfer
himself from side A fo
side B, the players move
to side A and the game
is continued there. Gaaz-
ing through his field-
glasses from the other
side the spectator willsee
dimly a confused mass of
horse-flesh and peerage
scuffling in & corner. The

precise nature of the scuffle is not|of the ancientprofession of clod-hoppers.
at once clear, but gradually it takes|Bythe rules of the Amalgamated Society
shape as an equestrian butting-match. | of Clod-Hoppers and Turf-Trampers not
Butting in Igolo is called ¢ bumping and | more than six clods to the minute may

ow and then one of the|be hopped, except at Ranelagh, whers

boring.”
peerage is bored beyond
all self-control and, rais-

ing his mallet, strikes his %

pony or the pony of an-

otherpeerunderthe chin. A

Andnowand thenasmall
white ball emerges from

the mélée, one or two L
peersgallopafterit,swing &
their mallets at the ball 4157 &e &S

and miss it. The bell
then rings and the dead
horses are taken off the
field. New horses are
brought on and, for all
one can tell, new peers,
and the whole party pro-
ceed to the far side again.

During the butting-
matches it is believed
that the players use hor-
rible language, for re-
cently when two of them
emerged from a mélée one
shouted very loudly to
the other in the vicinity
of the Royal Box, ¢ Shut
up, yousomething Dago!”
And if one player can call

anotherplayerasomething Dagoin{ront
of the Royal Box Heaven knows what
he may not call him in a secret scuffle

at the far side.

‘When the dead horses are taken off

-mv of men march on to the ground | ing and recalled the palmy days when
:;dagrgd down the holes and abrasions plzyers had to hop their own clods
and I|in the turf. All these men have very | between chukkas.

large feet, and theyare the last survivors|  LurEz—I have now bad the advan-
° tage of readingthearticle

~ - on Polo in the Encyclo-
¢ padia of Sport, and I

~ f realise that one or two
P

of the finer points in the
¥ A S e game I may have missed.
——ﬁ@—‘?—*%:&,ﬁw-?ﬁ% ol

The game, it seems, is
very old, as old, at least,
as the laws of the Medes
L and Persians, for there

- ~ ~ are polo-poems extant of
the period of that piece
of legislation. Indeed
most probably the game
- - -= began even earlior, with
- the Centaurs, for whom,
of course, it must have
P been the one obvious
o o recreation. Bub, though
played in Persia some six
hundredyears s.c., it was
not played in lngland
till 1869, when ono day
¢“Chicken” ITarTOrP (b0
officer in the 10th us-
sars), lying back in a
chair after luncheon reading 1he I'ield,
exclaimed, By Jove, this must be a
good game ! ” and, requisitioning* char-
gors, some sticks with crooked ends and
abilliard ball,” three ofticers then played
the first game. The first

%"“} real match was played

“THE GAME IS PLAYED AT THE FAR SIDE OF THE GROUND.”

£ hetwoen tho 9th Lancers
b, and the 10th ITussars on
w JLounslow Ileath, and,

L

S opapogos B,
Yk

¥ ™ ffﬁ
W E(;“ ’.‘% o ,.4“?
SR RIEI

t,r_,[_, =1 afﬁa il i \{}3 L. according o a contem-
== Q5 e DOTATY  NOWSPAPOT  ac-
LNV | ep g count, “it was admitlod

§ s,.?‘? f‘:jr;i”»};i‘,wnq /j{!ﬂﬁﬁﬂ by all who looked on that

o 34074998 tho game was more re-

> markabloforthestrength
# of tho languago used by
> the players than for any-
. thing olse.”  So that the
f\ old traditions seom to bo
p with us still.
% } With the advance of
\ |/\ civilisation it has heon
& found nccessary to in-
crease tho sizo of the
ball. « Chicken” Ilar-
Torr might be able to
hit a billiard-ball with a
crooked stick, but {h:
ball as used ab present 14
thosizeof a pomegranate,
and more often than not
8 modern peor 1misses
- that. However, nearly all
the Banbury Award applies for all turves |of them can hit a horse at the first shot.
over and above the minimum clod-datum | The horses, or ponics, as they are
under the 1920 Agreement, turf-time |quaintly called by the peerage, are he-
not allowed. Veterans behind me spoke |lieved to he in favour of larger balls and
contemptuously of the whole proceed- |smaller horses.

oy,

HorpiNG wHE ¢LOD. Tnapus UNION OFFICIALS SUPERINTIND OPERATION
: TO PREVENT LXCESSIVE ZRAL,
. Note.—In this picture the artist has found it necessary to reduce the dimen-
sion of the fleld considerably in order to emphasise the human interest,
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They are extraordinarily intelligent,| Then, by Rule 6, « A pony shall not |to bring their ponies to the measuring-
and it is really they who manage and |be measured if he appears to have been | box sober. The Official Measurer there-
play the game. This is shown by the | subjected to any improper treatment |fore can only judge by appearances,
fact that horses who are blind even in|with a view to reduce his height . . .” |as indicated in the rule; bub there are
one eye are not allowed to play at all! This of course means gin. In the old!one or two signs by which the expert
(Rule 36) ; but thereisno -

0 S — __ can generally distinguish
ru‘.es,gams_tmyoplcpeez:s. - "V’\QE" A7 #~ 2 .o 8o o a horse that drinks. A
‘A well-trained pony will I PYes FRIY cloudy eye or a weak un-
run after the ball in such | der-lip has sent many a

a way that the peer on its pony away without a
back will miss the ball - certificate.

with theleast possible in- That, I think, is about
jury to the ponies of its all I know of the subject.
own side, yet at the These brief notes will, I
same time it will sug- hope, help anyone who
gest to the spectator that sees polo for the first time
the peer is directing its ") to a better understanding
actions. A really good lj ol the game than I ob-
pony anticipates the tained. The game is not
movements of the other mere butchery, as it will
side, judges the Hlight of ({22 first appear to them, no
the ball and keeps an eye mere homicide-on-horse-
on the score; while old back, as it has been
hands will whinny a pro- quaintly described; nor
test when the other side is it simply an organised
takesthelead. The peers muddle, but is conducted

are duly appreciative of s =y Gre m _ throughout on scientific
zhei;"%(l)mes’ POW?KI‘_S (ai.fld ~o -~ i 7=~ principles. Ineverygame
o e arpect, #7752 T A o
prossly states, “No player MyrHICAL ORIGIN OF Poro. direction and one in the

shall intentionally strike his pony with | days many a horse thab weighed in|other. And though it is seldom clear
the head of his polo-stick.” And though | successfully at not more than sixby-five | to the spectator at any given moment
nothing is said about beating the crea- | hands was afterwards found to have |which way which side is trying to go
ture with the butt-end this is seldom|been dieted since foalhood on gin and |there is an honourable fiction that the

done in a first-class mateh, Vermouth, oreven créme de menthe. The |players know. And nothing, after all,
Some quaint old 1\Zrzus- can be wholly valueless

toms attach to the Mea- .- (oo . e g = = _mwx =< that keeps our peers from

Surementofl’onies,about _j ot . \‘::/ T m/ T TN 2 N— making PSPGGOESS in the

which there are eighteen -~ - ’ House of Lords.

rules. The Official Mea- ) - \ A.P.H.

surermeasures the ponies

to see how tall they are, Addled?

and, ilthey arenot too tall,
ponies over five years old
may be registered for life.
‘Lhe owner is then given
a certificate which any
Court of Law will admit %
asevidence that the pony
in question is not a camel
or a cow. DBub no pony
may be registered for
life between January 1st
and March 31st unless
at least two permanent
corner incisor teeth are
actually through the
gum ; and after April 1st
a pony must have a com-
plete mouth of perma- ..
nent incisors to obtain

1 "b —~ “Guinca Foul Eggs for
< hatching, Ts. per 15 eggs.”
Scots Puper.

“Unfurnished or Furuished,

2 large roofs ; business people
only.”—Local Paper.
Our experience of busi-
U ness people is that they
always want to get in on
the ground-floor.

\ \ “Champion  tree- felling
competition will take place in
Chopwell Wood.”
Daaly Paper.

~ There’s more humour (of
a quiet kind) in these
tree-fellers than you
might expect.

a Lile Certificate. Teeth INTRODUCTION OF PoLo INTO ENGLAND. “Dr. Harley Street, appen-
aro very important in dicitis spscialist, was sum-

these savage struggles, and as the older| practice is a cruel one, for when a horse | moned by wircless and rushed to Southampton
pecrs huve very fgxcr’\r permanent incisors ]soo treated is deprived of alcohol it shoots | 1ast night £ operate on . . ."—Daly Pager.
the ponies are expected to fill the gaps.| up suddenly, swells all round and be-| The new specialist, we understand, is
The younger peers, however, still do acomes a cart-horse. It is also diffi-|collaterally related to Sir Wimpole
little biting on their own. cult to detect, {for the owners are careful | Street.
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PERFECTLY LOVELY TIMES.

XIX—TrE GreaT TEST.

Hubert Partington was showing his
grit. I use the phrase metaphorically,
but I might also use it in a perfectly
literal sense. Hubert Partington had
been sitting in the street all night, and
it was a windy dusty street.

He was proposing to watch a Test
Match between representative cricket
elevens of England and Australia, and
for this purpose he had taken up his
position in the All Friday Night Queue.
The long evening, enlivened by amateur
entertainments, had worn itself away, to
be succeeded by the chilly darkness of
an English June. Hubert Partington
had not slept a wink through those
dreary hours; most of them he had
spent in solving crossword puzzles by
the light of an electric torch, and the
first faint radiance of summer dawn
found him still awake on his little camp-
stool by the long high wall.

He ate a bun and sipped a few drops
of whisky from his pocket flask. He
took off his hat and re-combed his
rather nicely waved hair. Then, with
a determination of which perhaps only
an Englishman is capable, he proceeded
to shave. He was enabled to do this
by the use of a patent safety razor, a
small mirror and a mysterious kind
of unguent called Smeerio, which he
squeezed from a metal tube.

Avid newspaper reader that you are,
you must often have seen references to
the advantage of using Smeerio. Your
eye has been caught by the line drawing
of a graceful young man standing in a
punt, at the end of which reclines the
equally graceful figure of a young woman,
shielding her head from the rays of the
sun with a parasol. Thinking that here
is some charming love idyll in progress,
you eagerly read the words underneath
and find that the two young things are
speaking thus to one another :—

Dorothy. Why, Jack, you punt as
perfectly as you look, and'I cannot say
more than that. What makes you
so wonderfully young-looking? Your
cheeks and chin are as charming as
those of a child.

Jack. Youflatter me, Dorothy. Never-
theless I must admit that my cheeks
and chin are wonderfully smooth, I
atitribute the beauty of my complexion
entirely to the use of Smeerio, which
obviates the necessity for lather in
shaving.

Dorothy. What exactly is Smeerio ?

Jack. I thought everybody knew that.
Smeerio is theonly reliable patent cream
on the market which, when lightly
rubbed over the face, enables the shaver
tio remove even the heaviest beard more
easily than any shaving-soap, and at

the same time imparts a velvety texture
to the surface of the skin, rendering it
equivalent to alabaster. L

Dorothy (deeply interested). And is it
fearfully expensive ?

Jack. Emphatically no. It only costs
half-a-crown a tube, lasts a lifetime,
and takes up less room in the week-end
luggage than a curling-tong case.

Dorothy (twirling her parasol). How
frightfully absorbing! Shall wego and
look at the races now ?

As he used his Smeerio ITubert Par-
tington could not help thinking a little
regretfully of that gay scene by tho
willows on the river-bank, for it was
out of dogged self-respect rather than
mere gallantry and an endeavour to
appear beautiful in the eyes of the fair
that he was now giving to his face that
appearance ol alabaster which pro-
vokes so much of our modern literary
repartee.

Thecheerlessriteconcluded, hehought
a penny paper {rom anearly newsvendor
and began to study the prospeels of
the day’s play as they appeared to the
ordinary cricket correspondent, the
special cricket correspondentand thotwo
or three speeially retained alhletes of
Ingland and Australia, whose contri-
butions between them seemecd to fill
every column, except for a fow short
paragraphs about the coal erisis and the
best way of removing raspberry-stains
from flowered-silk georgotte. 1laving
perused every word carefully Iluberi
Partington turned to thinking on his
own past carcer, which had not been in
all respects a successful one. A fair
cricketer and,all-round athlete himself,
he had not made good in the sterncr
world of affairs. Half-hearted attempls
to sell motor-cars on commission, a
little journalism—his article on s
England Dying?” had won compli-
ments from the editor of a well-known
Sunday paper—a few short-lived sec-
retarial posts (from the lust of which he
had been dismissed because by somo
slight error he had begun a communi-
cation addressed on the envelope to the
Halifax Chamber of Commerce with the
inappropriate words: My DARLING OLD
Toors ")—these up to now had been his
sole essays in the business world. Oneo
he had even supposed himself to possess
a genuine talent for poetry, but when his
“ Now—
Hero in my hands, and you,
Red lips,
4And the infinite youness of you
Stark in the Light,
Till the erushed nothingness of you
brings nought . . .
Pshaw |
A creak on the stairg—
Itisday . .,
Mee—ce—yohek!
Now the old dreariness beging again-—"

he suddenly lost confidence in himself
and gave up the fight.

Now hewas oncemoreoutola job. Bug
before he looked out for a fresh one he
meant toseethis great thing through. He
had put off an engagement to play mere
hit-or-get-out ericket with his own sub-
urban club, and had endaved this great
night-long vigil in order to sce the great
trial of sporting skill which in alter-
years he would be able to speak of to
the grandsons and granddaughters who
clustered at his knees.  1lis knees just
now, by the way, were uncommonly
stiff. IIubert Partington yawned.

The sun shone brightly on tho lovel
sward. The white-robed figures had
taken up their positions on tho field,
DPlay had bogun.

Amongst all tho eager watchors nono
was more cager than those who had
endured tho rigours of the night, and
amongst them, for the first few mo-
monts, none moro cager than Iluberl
Partington.  But lator- ~gradually——
ITow is one o account for it ?  Was il
the houb of the sun, the unuecustonied
fatiguo, the errors of & not ton rigidly
diseiplined lifo, the constant, rhythini-
cal run of tho bowlers, the unaltering
sound of bab stolidly meeting ball, the
somowhat lothargic movement of the
figures on the scoring bowrd?  Who
shall say what it was? At any rate
the sad fach must be narrated that
after a timo Hubert Partington folt o
sudden violent prod in the ribs and
opened his oyes with o start,

* Woz matter ?” hoe said.

“Don’t snorelike that,"” suid the man
next to him; “you’re disturbing the
ont-field.”

Hubert Partington braced himself to
a big effort and sab resolutely upright.

Alas! it was all in vain. Very soon
the resonant hum of his snores hegan
to punctuate the gawe oneo more.  Heo
sank back on his seat. Compussionately
his fellow-spoctators pormitted him to
slumber on. Ounly when the long day
wore 1o u close was ho roused from un-
consciousness a second time by w sharp
blow in the hack.

“ Woz matter 2" he questod nguin.

“1b'sallover. Thoy 'rogoingout now."”

“Ohl” said Huborl Partington,
blinking and looking at the scove-
board.

“Protby certain to ho a draw, 1'm
afraid,” continued his awakoner.

Hubert Partington kopt a stiff upper
lip. Ile left the ground and went to
the nearest vestaurant ho know of to
snatch a few hites of food. Then, camnp-
stool in hand, he wonded his way buck
to the long high wall and took up his
position in the All Sunday Queue.

was turned downby The British Minerva,

Bvou.
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Lady (discussing her husband). *“ GOODNESS ONLY ENOWS WHAT I’VE SUFFERED IN SILENCE, MRi. SwiTd.”
Sympathetic Friend. *“ A, I prssay, Mrs. GREEN; XOT TO MENTION WHAT YOU'VE A-SUFFERED OTHERWISE.”

Will only see in this ill-omened rumour
ANOTHER TRADE SLUMP. A coming slump’s indubitable sign ;
[An Amcrican university has instituted a Chair of Plumbing and is Theirs will become a labour far from paying
«ncouraging its students to graduate in that branch of science. ]

‘When plumbers at some none too distant date
Discard their famous habit of mislaying
A hammer or a mate.

OrrERS may joy with heartfelt jubilation
To think, when “bursts” produce their wonted mess,
Henceforth a graduate in leak-location

: . . Mothers-in-law no longer win a snigger;
Will in answer to their 8.0.8,, S geer; .
And bl:ggaixe]g something of the College manner The henpecked husband jest has passed its prime;
With all s Yankee's love of being slick Dead are the lodger wheezes once de rigueur
Fmploy thereon a scientific spa.nngr ’ That lent a grace to children’s pantomime;
And promptly do the trick. These brought their meed of lucre ere their waning,

Bus, if the plumber changes, there will go
The only known example now remaining
Of ready-made bons mots.

But those who snatch a livelihood from humour
And work upon a well-established line
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Long-suffering Wife. “ ANY OBIJECTION TO ML ’AVING A FIW WINKLES, Mistur 'laisrow?”

NURSERY LORE,

TrERE is an awlul lot of fardening
about just at present. Of all seasonal
epidemic disorders it is probably the
worst, but there are fortunately a few
persons who are immune. I am oneof
them. I was inoculated early in life by
the gift of a window-box and sixpenny-
worth of mixed seeds from a malevolent
aunt, who was afterwards placed under
vestraint ather ownrequest. A case of
an ingrowing consecience reaching the
brain, I imagine.

The effect of that early experience has
never worn off, and I am able now to
travel without danger in a compart-
ment divided between aggressive clay-
soilers and vindictive light - loamers,
truculent herbaceous borderers and ex-
citable bedders-out. In this I am for-
tunabe. I have known cases of men,
less strong-willed than I, slinking home
one evening after a few days of such
contagious company with carrot-seed in
their pockets and straws in their hair.

Poor old Brown is one of the most
-recent victims and consequently one of

the most virulent cases ; that is the way
with the disease—the first yearis always
the worst. And Brown used to be such
a decent sort of chap too. Ilo would
listen for hours with the keenest interest
to my golf theories—he docsn’t play
himself—and telling him in detail ail
about a particularly successful round
used to be nearly as exhilarating as the
game itsell. Now that is all changed.
Instead of being a really stimulating
companion, Brown now talks. It is
pitiful.

But I have hopes of Brown. In time,
with judicious doses of discouragement;,
I may be able to cure him altogether.
In fact I have already started.

In a way Angela was primarily re-
sponsible. ~ She has taken to gardening
as a dog takes to water—one big splash
and in it up to the neck; and such is
Angela’s personal charm that 1 occasion-
ally find myself in the position of an
accessory before, after and sometimes
even during the fact.

“I am going to grow a row of poplars
along that fence,” said Angela a couple
of days ago.

“Bplondid ! ” I said, * Aro you going
to grow thom from sced ?”

Mind you, 1 didn't really care, and
for all L knew poplars might bo things
that grew from hulbs, like poppics and
potatoes and so on, but 1 do try to
take a friendly interest now and again,
Marriago has its obligations.

“Don’t ho ridieculous,” suid Angela;
“1it would take yoars. I shall buy some
young trees and transplant them,”

I grew wary and my kindly intorest
vanished away. Something scomed to
warn me.

“Don’t you think seeds would he
betber?”” ['said. ¢ You’d have ull the
fun of watching them grow and—-er--
watering them and so on. You can't
water a great healthy treo, it looks so
silly, and you know you love watering.
Besides, seeds would be so imuch casior
to got home,” I added nervously,

But Angola wasn’t listening,

‘I think the sooner the botter,” she
said. “ So just get the car out and run
along to the nursery-gardens and bring
1ae half-a-dozen nice poplars about eight
feet high. Please.”
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I'knew it. And I do so hate driving
about looking like Birnam Wood on its
way to Dunsinane. However thereis no
help for it when Angela says ¢ Please ”
in that tone of voice, 50 I just went and
started the car. We both started re-
luctantly ; we radiated reluctance and
black smoke all the way.

I'pulled up at the gate of the nursery-
man’s and went in to find one of the
nurses. .

“I want half-a-dozen nice poplars
ahout eight feet high,” I said.

The nurse stared.

‘*“ What for?” he said.

“Oh, just a buttonhole,” I said
facetiously. But nurses have no sense
of humour. ) '

*Did you say poplars? "’ he asked.

«Idid.”

‘*“ When ?”

“ About five seconds ago.”

The nurse looked a little dazed. My
humour has that effect upon weak in-
tellects.

“ When do you want 'em ?

“Now,” I said. “If you’ll wrap
them up I'll take them with me; they
might get damaged in the post.”

A look of tired disgust came over the
fa.ceIof the nurse.

“1 suppose you know poplars are
deciduougl?)" heysa.id. Fop

Ididn’t,but Iwasn’t going to admit it.

“ Most deciduously—I mean de-
cidedly. Why?”

“If you was to transplant 'em now
they’d die, that’s why. Don’t you
even know that much? Autumn’s the
time for transplanting of deciduous
trees.”

“I'm afraid I can't wait till then,”
I said, “but I might call back. Good-
evening.” And I left him still staring.

I didn’t triumph over Angela; mar-
riage has its limitations. The tempta-
tion was terrifie, but I felt a better man
for resisting it. And next morning I
was rewarded.

“ How s the garden going, Brown ? ”
asked Jones as the train started.

“ Splendidly,” said Brown, looking as
agricultural as is possible for a man
with a moustache like sandy soil and
his eyes under glass. “I was thinking
of putting in a few trees some time this
week.”

“Qh,” said Jones, interested, ‘ so
was I. What sorf of trees ?”

“I was thinking of poplars,” said
Brown.

“That’s strange,” said Jones; “so
was 1.”

I looked up from my paper.

“] suppose you both know that
poplars are deciduous? "’ I said.

“ What’s that got to do with it?”
asked Jones, staring.

“Well,” I said, with & look of tired
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Hostess (placidly). “X ALWAYS THINK THAT ONE'S BEST FRIENDS ARE THOSE ONE
GOES ON BEING FRIENDS WITH WITHOUT EVER MEETING THEM—DON'T YOU?”

disgust, “if you knew anything about
gardening you ’d know that the autumn
1s the only time for transplanting de-
ciduous trees.” And I returned to my
paper.

Brown and Jones opened their own
papers after that, but I don't think they
were really reading—they were rumin-
ating. Bus they didn’'t mention garden-
ing again, and as we left the station
Brown asked me how I was getting on
with my iron clubs. L.pou G.

“DIAMOND CHALLENGE SKULLS.”
Headline in Daily Paper.

Hard nuts, these rowing men.

Pro-Consuls are Cheap To-day.

From a Jerusalem Circus programme:
“From Tuesday 15th June, 1926, at 9.30 p.m.
GRAND SOIREE OF GArA
His Excellency the Governor

SIR RONALD STORRS
will assist at this
EXTRAORDINARY PERFORMANCE,
.Usual Prices.”

TFrom an article on the Australians:—

« “Tt struck me that their bowling will be
stronger than is generally anticipated. But, as
the French say, we shall see.”

South African Pager.
Or, as we English more delicately put
it, nous verrons. .
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HOLIDAY HINTS FROM PARNASSUS.

AFTER a prolonged and wearisome
correspondence with & seaside landlady,
in which we had both reduced the Eng-
lish language to its severest and most
businesslike terms, it occurred to me
that the arranging of so joyous an event
as the annual holiday should not be
conducted as though the contracting
parties were two long-established City
firms. A literary note should be intro-
duced. The sea and the country have
been the inspiration of poets from time

immemorial, and thers is at the com-

engage a tall ship for a fortnight.
Kindly see that she is fitted with a star
suitable for steering. Iam bringingwith
me as my companion a laughing fellow
rover. So please make sure that there
is accommodation for us both. We
have not yet quite decided what route we
shall take, but we shall set sail with the
running tide, and the gull’s way and
the whale’s way will be our direction. I
hope that there will be no extra charge
for this. We hope to have a quiet
sleep and a sweet dream when the long
trick ’s over. Nautically yours,
CuTBERT CHUTTERBOTTLE.

not anything to show more fair than a
glimpse of the City we obtained one
morningearly from Westminster Bridge.
It wore like a garment the beauby of
the morning. Ships, towers, domes,
theatres, etc., lay open, absolutely open,
to the sky, and the air was quite smoke-
less and glittered brightly in the morn-
ing sunshine. I venture to say that
never did the rising sun steep more
beautifully and effectively valley, rock
and hill. I took out my map and picked
oub the places of interest quite easily.
A very deep calm such as I'have rarely
experienced enveloped me. Goodness

mand of the letter-writer a
wealth of material which, if
wisely used, would introduce
just that touch of the roman-
tic that is now so regrettably
absent.

For instance, we wish to
make some inquiries of Mrs.
Buttercombe, proprietress of
the Belle Vue Hotel, three
hundred feet above sea-level.
We can get all the assistance
we want from a well-known
sonnet of WORDSWORTH'S.

Mys. Buttercombe,
Belle Vue Hotel, Seacombe.

DesrMapam,—Asyoumay
have noticed, the world ig too
much with us. In getting
and spending we lay waste
our powers, late and soon, if
you get my meaning. My
doctor tells me that I need
complete rest and change.
For everything I am out of
tune. I suffer from attacks
of depression and am anx-
ious to stand upon the pleas-
ant lea of your mountain
rosort and to cateh glimpses
of what will male me less
forlorn than this leaves me
ab present. Perhaps catch
sight of Proteus rising from

Lady (to stout loafer near Parl pond). “AND WIAT DO YOU 1o
FOR A LIVING?”
Loafer. “Wrrr, I MAKES A BIT IN Tl WINTER TELLING
PEOPLE IF THE ICE I§ SAFR.”

me, the very houses seemed
asleep and all that mighty
heart was lying still!

Yours truly,
Curaserr CHUTIERBOTTLE.

P.8.—I trust you serve
only Fnglish meat.

Mr. Kirrane may meot the
neceds of the returhed wan-
derer who contemplates sot-
tingofl on histravels again:---

Messrs. The Swift and Sure
Travel Agency.

Sirs,—As an inquiry at tho
headquarters of the London
Genoral Omnibus Company
has acquainted me with tho
fact that none of their vehi-
cles ply botween the Bank
and Mandalay [ should be
glad if you would provide me
with particulars of the sail-
ings (if any) Fusb of Suez. 1
am anxious to rencw a friend-
ship I made while on serviee
with the infantry in the Kast,
and to rovisit some of the
scenos associabod with o ten-
der and—I will not disguise
the fact—romantic pussage
inmy life. Thotemple holls,
tho old pagoda and in fact
the Jast itself are continually
(if I may uso the expression)

the sea (I suppose we can see the sea
from your place ?) and hear old Triton
blow his wreathed horn, in & manner of
speaking, thatis. Kindlylet me know by
return of post your terms and whether
you have any vacancies, for which I
enclose stamped addressed envelope.
Yours in the bonds of poetry,
CureBERT CHUTTERBOTTLE.

Mr. MasEFIBLD'S “ Sea, Fever” is ideal
for fixing up a holiday on the Broads.
We wish to engage a boat. Well, it
should be done like this :—

Mr. Ephraim Thomas,
Broadside, Norfolk.

DEar S1r,—I must go down to the
sea again. To the lonely sea and the

sky. This being the case I wish to

WorDsSworTH might againbe pressed,
howeverunwillingly, into the service of a
provincial contemplating a metropolitan
holiday and growing reminiscent about
& previous trip to town.

The Manager,
Blank's Hotel, London.

Sir,—As I am desirous of renewing
my acquaintance with your great city,
will you kindly reserve accommodation
for me for one week from the 18th inst. ?
Your hotel, I am told, is comfortable
and congenial, and its proximity to the
Thames specially commends it to me,
I have the pleasantest recollections of
& former visit to London and I well
remember remarking to a friend who
was with me at the time that earth had

a-calling me, and it s there that I would
be. T sleop budly, and if I must seo
the dawn I would prefer the thundory
kind that comes up out of China,

Trusting for an carly reply,

Yours Oriontally,
Gunoa CHUTTERBOTTLE.

P.8.—Can you tell mo whether tho
fish still fly out there ?

s ———————————

After a furowell prosentation : —

“In reply Mr —— gaid: - You probably
know that in pracbically every Fuaropei
languago there is a proverh 1o the effect tha,
no man is  hearer to his own valour. How
much less iy it possible for a senior oflierr b
bea hearer to his own subordinate.”

Straits Pagper,
We confessthat we lond an carmore often
to our diseretion than to our valour.
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Owner (suddenly appearing). * HULLO, YOUNG FELLAH, WHAT DO YOU WANT? "
Boy Scout. *“ PLEASE, DO ANY OF YOUR CLOCKS SAY IF IT’S GOING TO BE WET, SIR?”

MILITARY REALISM.

TrE decision of the Italian Govern-
ment, doubtless at the instigation of
Signor Mussornini, to make a recon-
struction of the Battle of Lake Trasimene
in sitw the leading feature of the forth-
coming Italian manceuvres has, we are
glad to learn, not failed to produce a
salutary and fruitful repercussion in
British military circles.

It is now an open secret that the
Battle of Hastings will be reconstructed
at the autumn manceuvres. And it
is a matter for great satisfaction that
the War Office has decided to lend no
countenancetothe heresies of FREEMAN,
whether in calling it the Battle of *Sen-
lac” or maintaining that Harorp built a
palisade of solid timber round his troops.

The main features of the historie con-
flict will be reproduced with the utmost
realism, subject to the substitution of
lanks for Winriam's heavy cavalry,
aeroplanes for scouts, and rifles for
bows, arblasts and Danish axes.

The assigning of the ¢ star”’ parts in
the engagement has been attended with
considerable difficulties and has not yet
been finally settled; but the military
authorities, having a due regard to the

spectacular and dramatic character of
the entertainment, have wisely deter-
mined not to insist too rigorously on
the selection of officers on the active
list, but to include civilians who are
likely to add lustre to the reconstruction.

They accordingly approached Harorp,
Lord ROTHERMERE, in the hope that he
might be induced to assume the réle of
his gallant but unfortunate royal name-
sake. 1t may be noted that Hastings,
as the crow flies, is little more than
forty miles from the Isle of Thanet, the
scene of Lord ROTEERMERE’S beneficent
activities. But he reluctantly declined
the offer on the ground that, while
prepared to take off his hat to Duke
WizriaM in view of his Norman-French
origin, it was too much to expect that
he would consent to be shot through
theeye whileleading a forlorn resistance
to the invader. Negotiations have ac-
cordingly been entered into with Mr.
Harorp Cox,who,itisconfidently hoped,
will prove an efficient substitute.

For the part of Duke WiLLiam an
admirable choice has been made in Mr.
NoruaN, the Governor of the Bank of
England. Mr. NormaN, though now
associated with high finance, served
with distinction in the Boer War, where

he gained the D.8.0. The 7dle of Opo,
the militant Bishop of Bayeux, who was
second in command of the heavy cavalry,
has not yet been filled up, possibly ow-
ing to the evil repute of one whose vast
wealth was gained by extortion and
robbery; but in view of his patronage
of learning and his rebuilding of his
cathedral it is to be hoped that some
public-spirited architect—for choice, Sir
ReeiNarp BroMrIELD, with his military
record in the Inns of Court Volunteers
—may be found ready to step into the
breach. Thelate M. CinQuEvALLI would
have been an ideal representative of
TAILLEFER, the minstrel juggler, but pos-
sibly Mr. De Groor, Mr. IrviNng BERLIN
or some leading saxophonist from the
Savoy Orpheans may be secured.

In conclusion we welcome the wise
determination of our War Lords not to

.employ umpires on this oceasion, but

to instruct the commanders so to con-
duct the operations as to preserve the
utmost historical verisimilitude and yet

to convey theimpression of an indecisive

result. In this way they hope to fulfil
the double aim of (1) providing a brilliant
'spectacular exhibition, (2) emphasizing
'the truth enshrined in the words of the poet,
“ Saxon and Norman and Dane are we.”
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Exeited small Girl (running from len-house). “Mumary ! Musmy | (TUBSS WITAT 'S LAID AN JGG tn

The horrid asphalt’s softened ; Solomn, their deep thoughts hiding,

ALL. (?II A GOLDEN M?RNING. The hare lies in its form; Past posters praising jam,
AL on & golden morning At Aldershot and Fovant Como cight Red Indians riding
I f(A’lﬂ(sle n ’l“ilf’s gnd Tus) Our soldiers must be warm. A Countly Couneil tram.

ound mysell adorning ST livor.

A blue-a,ynd-golden bus. . .. In Wales, no doubt, the organs TEETEm e '

' fai Peal loud with loyal glee Our Stylists.

The pageant; of Great Britain To celebrat Gla,mo¥ ran’s “Wimbledon will be strangely  flatndent

Spreads out before me here, 0 co.60rate \Iamory - e e
Which never can be written Fifth cricket victory. withoul Mlle. Lenglen——Daily Paper,

h ’ A 1 S NI

It is so blooming queer. With tiveless throats and hearly, “(iregory huwled Irom t}}v n pr»:yrzvjo'nt’l..’t
The newsvendors are yelling Meanwhile, at Westminster o rovineias Laper.

Amidst the traffic blocks; The so-called Labour Party Our youngest often does this, I‘f“’l we
The summer air is smelling Is shouting ¢ Murderer!” nover erte'!s? fjlu’O papers about it.

Of roses and of stocks. The traffic bleats and bustlos, HAL the moring service i ee— l('lumzh
The river shines at Henle : . yesterday, Mr. Ruberh -— - sang in his own

Strong limbs and shaver}:,ha,ir P '.'Ehe tmiﬁcbgtops and ft&nds ! inimitable way that wonderful arin from
And all %hé men are menl ’ oAlcemer} § bicep mu}fc 8 Mendelellsohn’s ¢ Bliza,’ "—Canadinn Paper.

7 Te strong as iron bands. Wo arc unfamiliar with this sucred work

And all the maids are fair.

A bathe would be seraphie—
Confound this awful seat —

The constant motor-traffic
Goes ant-like at my feet.

His simple business minding, and its composor.

A ﬁligg_ggilig:f ?:ngif&%g?’ The officials at Lord’s wore surprised

: last week ati the appearance of & swarm
With pedals on the kerb. of beos, They had expected the Hittitos,

Two boys, with much debating A man extremely dirty but not the Livites.
And a long piece of cord, Bends over me to ask T
Are fishing down a grating Selections for 3.30; Boneatl a picture :—
For some unknown reward. He savours of tho cask. “Mr, Alan J. Cobham's neaplane on the
. . . slipway at Rochester, ready for the start of
Interminable printing Motors—and swift expresses— hiw 26,000 miles’ flight to Australia and buck
The busy roadway fills, And noise—and dust—and scent; | this morning.”—Dauly Laper,
And half of it is hinting Rivers—hand-painted dresses— | This must, wo think, bo a flight of

At motion-picture thrills. And strawberries from Kent. imagination.
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THE TEST QUESTION.

Diseustep Miner., “WHY

DON'T THEY WORK LONGER HOURS?"
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT,

Monday, June 28th.—The wall that
precluded Pyramus from his
Thisbewasnot moreformidable
than that which debars the
public from bluff Kixe Har's
Newe Wyne Sellerat Hampton
Court. It will cost £315 to
remove the obstacle and the
ComnrssioNER oF WORKS sim-
ply hasn’t got the money. It |
is admitted that the Seller,
like all best sellers, would
earn & handsome revenue if
the curious public were per-
mitted to quench its thirst
or even feast its mere eye on
the identical spot where the
eighth Hrnry gloried and
drank deep, but the Office of
Works does not borrow money
even to back what Americans
call a lead-pipe cinch.

Sir Freopric Wise wished
to know how much the new
buildings of the League of
Nations at Geneva were going
to cost. To anybody else the
Foruiey SECRETARY would
have lightly answered ¢ thir-
teen million franecs,” but Sir
Fropric Wise is not to be
disposed of as easily as that. He wants
the truth, the whole truth and nothing
but the truth, and Sir AUSTEN, knowing
his man, replied carefully, « 12,968,000
Swiss franes.”

The Coal Mines Bill produced such an
outburst of combustious fulmination off-
stage when it was introduced that all
present fully expected the Second Read-
ing in the House to provide the scene
of revolutionary carnage that Comrade
Coox had assured us was spontaneously
inevitable. In fact nothing happened,
but whether this was to be ascribed to
the almost passionate self-restraint of
Mr. Jack Jongs and {riends or whether
it was the drowsy syrup of Sir ARTHUR
STEEL-MAITLAND'S measured oratory
that medicined them to sweet sleep
could not be guessed.

Mr. Barry, however, refused to be
lulled. I don’t know whether the hon.
Member is one of the Batey’s Nabob
Pickles which were a much-advertised
delicacy in my youth, but at any rate
he grew very hot in the mouth when
the Minister quoted a pronouncement
of «“ the former Lord Chancellor in the
Labour Government” in favour of
longer hours. The Member {or Spenny-
moor, it seems, has no use for Lord
Harvase. * We did not want him,”
he declared; “he should have been in
your party; he should never have been
in ours.”  Thus the dread sentence of
ostracism was pronounced. H. M. G.

The impression gained of the debate
as a whole was that the bulk of the
occupants of the Labour benches think

Cororxer G. R. Laxe-Fox.

their political ends can be gained by
supporting Mr. Coox d outrance, and that
they are an unmitigated nuisance to the
members of their own party who want

S

L

WAY OUT

OSTRACISED BY MR. BATEY.
Lorp HALDANE.

the coal dispute settled and believe they
can bring the Government round to
some if not all of their views as to

the best way of doing it.

There are, however, some Unionists
who, while supporting the Coal Mines
Bill because theythink longer hours will
have to be worked in the mines,
areneverbheless convinced that
the Government, which is in-
viting performance of a dras-
tic kind from the miners,
must require something more
than promises from the mine-
(i owners if there is to be a sefitle-

 ment. Mr. Bricas, the Union-
) ist Member for the Blackley
i Division of Manchester, ex-
pressed himself strongly in
this sense. There should be a
fifty-per-cent. cut in directors’
4 {ees, he suggested, and the
g owners should voluntarily
agree to take no profits until
the men’s wages are back to
the 1924 standard.

Lastly one received the im-
pression, ehiefly from Sir Jorx
Qimon, that either the Coal
Commission’s Report is ex-
tremely obscure in parts, or
that persons on both sides of
=~ the House are too obfuscated
with their own ideas to be able
to read it intelligently. The
Lasour MinistER declared in
his speech that the Commis-
sion ¢disliked the alternative of longer
hours, but had always left it quite ex-
plicitly open.” Sir JorN Simox, follow-
ing Mr. WarsgH, declared that the Com-
mission’s Report was “dead against”
longer hours. The actual fact appears
to be that the Commission “preferred”
lower wages to longer hours in the same
sense that gentlemen prefer blondes.

Tuesday, June 29th.—Having come
out of their trance on Monday night to
discover that they had quiescently
assisted at a rather dull debateon a mea-
sure whose importance they had over-
looked, the forces of Labour mustered
for sterner battle. Orders of the day
called for a full-throated aftack on
Mr. BaLpwiN as the crawling creature
of the mine-owners. He was to be
smitten hip and thigh and with every
lung at command. One Labour Mem-
ber interpreted this command so gener-
ously that he threatened to assault with
hisboot Colonel Lane-Fox, as courteous
a gentleman as ever stepped, on account
of some imagined insult.

The generalissimo of the day was Mr.
WHEATLEY, that astube politician who
has long been grooming himself for the
leadership of his party when the day
comes for it to advance over the supine
bodies of its present leaders into the
Promised Land of red and riotous ex-
tremism. Mr. WHEATLEY s clever speech
was & frontal attack on Mr. Barpwin

and an oblique but recognisable attack
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on the men of his own party who want
coal peace and not political strife.

Asusual the Socialists overdid it and
became a seething mob of incredible
hooligans. They accused Mr. BALowIN
of influencing the Coal Commission and
of bringing in the Coal Mines Bill for
his personal gain, both of which childish
but. characteristically offensive sugges-
tions Mr. BALDWIN easily disposed of.

The hubbub was undoubtedly preme-
ditated, but the Labour back-benchers,
unfortunately. for their party’s repu-
tation, went farbeyond the parts allotted
to them. While the tumult and the
shouting were at their height the
Seeaxer suddenly observed that if hon,
Members wished he would pub the
question. The shouts of “No!” from
the more alert' Labour Members were
drowned in the continued bawlings of
the rest, and the SPEAKER proceeded to
put the question, the amendment being
defeated by the handsome majority
of 192. ‘ ‘

Meanwhile the House of Lords gave
a second reading to the Wild Birds Pro-
tection Bill, all unaware of the hulla-
baloo that was being kicked up by the
wild birds in the adjoining chamber.
The outstanding provision of the Bill,
which codifies all existing Wild Birds
Protection Acts, is that it prohibits
bird’s-nesting on Sundays. The thought
that our feathered songsters can nest
freely at least one day in the week will
gladden the heart of every true nature-
lover.

Wednesday, June 30th.—Question-
time found Mr. Ganro JoONES pro-
testing that he *fails fo get an answer
to nine out of ten of questions he puts
to Ministers.” The fact is that Mr.
Garro JoNes asks more irrelevant
questions than all the rest of the Mem-
bers put together, and that when, as
occasionally happens, his leafy verbiage
does conceal some rare fruit of sense,
the luscious morsel is apt to be over-
looked by all parties concerned.

The Home SeoreTary brought a
message from the KiNa announcing the
continuance of the present state of
emergency, and Mr. BucHANAN seized
the opportunity to announce that he
had nothing but contempt formonarehs.

The debate in Committee on the Coal
Mines Bill lost vitality through the
decision of the Labour Party to have
nothing but contempt forit. They with-
drew their Amendments and declined
to vote, leaving it to the Liberals to
wage the unequal war. Captain WEDG-
woop BenN fired the first and only shot
in the shape of an Amendment providing
that on resolution by both Houses the
operation of the Coal Mines Bill should
be suspendable by Order in Council. It
was a harmless proposal not likely to

be of any practical value but useful at
the moment as a party manceuvre,
because the Government, by rejecting
the Amendment as it did, was bound to
give some colour to the charge that it
really intends the Bill to be permanent.

Mr. MacDoxaLp explained why the
Labour Party would not support the
Amendment or otherwise have any truck
with the Bill, but took occasion to re-
buke, by implication, the unmannerly
behaviour of some of his followers. A
winged word or two the night before
would have done more good. Still one
was glad to hear, even belatedly, that

DISCIPLINE IN THIE RANKS.
Mr. Ramsay MacDoNarp.

the Ex-PriME MINISTER still believes in
free speech.

Thursday, July Ist.—Lord GORELL,
the Peer who never grew up, assailed
the “cynical and servile proposal’ of
the Kensington Borough Council to
shave off a strip of Peter Pan’s country
and add it to their justly famous High
Street. The Earl of MeATH, Chairman
of the Metropolitan Gardens Associa-
tion, better known as the Man the Trees
Loved, supported him.

The FirsT COMMISSIONER OF WORKS
was unsympathetic. Only one large
tree, he explained, would be left outside
the new park boundary, and they hoped
that it would be possible to keep that
standing. The widening of the High
Street was being undertaken in the in-
terests of public safety and under

pressure from the Ministry of Transport
and the police. Satisfied that there
would still be plenty of trees left for
himself and his noble friend to build
Wendy Houses in, Lord GorELL with-
drew his motion.

When the SpEaker called on Mr.
BRripGEMAN to move the Third Reading
of the Coal Mines Bill Mr. BATEY with
a « curfew shall not ring to-night” ex-
pression declared that the Minister
would not be allowed to move the Bill
if the Third Reading was to be voted
on that night. The SrrAKER thought
otherwise and intimated that he was
not going to be Batey’d with impunity.
The hon. Member for SPENNYMOOR sub-
gided, but Mr. JacrJongs, full of defiance
or something of a similar character, took
up the task of obstruction. ‘“You are
a murderer as well as him”’ (the Prinm
MinisTeR), he cried.

Thisdoubleassassination of Ministers’
characters and the King’s English was
too much for the House and Mr. Jack
JonEs wag invited to withdraw the ox-
pression. lle preferred to withdraw
himself.

The more or less ineffectual debate,
in which Mr. Barpwin again outlined
all the events and circumstances that
had led the Government to bringin the
Bill, then unwound its slow length,
until, on the motion of Mr. CurciiLL,
the closurc was applied and the 'Lhivd
Reading carried by 332 votes to [47.

QUINCE’S QUEST.

Quiner’s QuusT is a game; just a
game—Ilike marbles or rugger. 1don’t
suppose you know it really; in fact |
don’t think it’s much played at the
Public Schools, and there certainly isn’t
a “blue’’ for it.  Quince’s Quost (pro-
nounced, I am given to understand,
wrongly by the grown-ups as Princes’
Quest) i called a Fairy Race Game and
consists of a dice-box, a bhoard with
winding roads on it leading from the
King's Palace to the Princoss’s Bower,
and gix Cardboard Princes—or five, if
you don't count the one the puppy
chewed. I dow’t know what has hap-
pened to the seventh prince, for I feel
sure that no king can possibly have
been so ignorant of fairy-tale customs
as to have had anything but three or
seven sons.

The six Princes are named “ Red-
Coat,” * Blue-Coat,” * Whitoy,” «“ Split-
top ” (who won his name in his spirited
encounter with the puppy), “ Staggers ”
(whose stand is not so steady as it
might be), and * Measles ” (whose coat-
of-arms is a number of small red fleurs-
de-lys on a white ground). Their quest
is the Sleeping Beauty, and the road,

numbered in squares,leadsthemthrough
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an unending variety of Fairy Glens,
Sorcerers’ Palaces, Magic Cloaks,
Charmed Swords, Rivers of Darkness,
and so on, which either help or hinder
the eager but harassed travellers, till at
last they arrive at the Princess's Bower,
square 200, where,if they haven't landed
beforehand on the square containing
the Magic Sickle, they wander round
and round the Hedge of Roses till bed-
time.

The journey is full of obstructive en-
counters. For instance, if you throw
on the square marked Glass Mountain,
you slip back to No. 60. If you throw
on the Garden of Sleep, you wait (or
sleep) for three turns. Sometimes you
land on the Elfin Revels and have to
turn aside and revel by going round-
and-round a spiral while the other
Princes hurry on; or at another point
a chance encounter with a Wizard sends
you back to the start. Lucky throws
will bring you on to the Magic Boat,
which carries you on past the Fiery
Lalke; or the Seven-Lieague Boots, which
take you without a pause to No. 121.
There are mauy other similar hazards
of the course which tend to make the
Princes’ journey an adventurous one.

The rules are all on the lid of the
box; but in case you play I will give
you a few of our own local by-laws,
some of them specially framed to cope
with Betty, a rough player if ever there
was one. They have come into being
either through precedent or usage, or
else through unconstitutional maternal
decree. I append the names of the
original proposers of each rule:—

(1) No one may shake the dice-box
longer than thirty seconds by Daddy’s
wateh. (Mother.)

(2) Daddy is not to make that joke
about the picture of the Fiery Lake—
at least not so that the children can
hear. (IMother.)

(8) NoTorree. (Daddy, Mother and
Uncle Percival, against strong opposi-
tion.)

N.B.—This rule is most important.
When toffee is allowed during a game
the dice-box becomes increasingly diffi-
cult to pass from hand to hand without
definite physical effort, the die itself
sticks inside the box and has to be dug
out with a peneil for each throw, and, if
one side of the die becomes stickier
than the others, the throws bscome the
same for everyone and play tends to
become monotonous. In this connec-

tion T have seen no fewer than seven- | (

teen sixes thrown in succession owing
to a piece of the sweetmeat adhering
to the *“one.” Also the Princes stick to
the board and the die to'the Princes,
and once we shook up & square of toffee
in the box instead of the die, which
was on the under-side of Urcle Per-

PR
:{, 0"{-
S,

< . . " -
r PN . A

‘ B o . o, ,‘~'~.)"..

Q\ e e

i EEDL AT e

4 f’%‘.sg\

H N L
. e AR 0
- ,M“@;gﬁ s g

BRIGHTER PHOTOGRAPHY.

Mg. PUNCH’S APPARATUS IMPROVES ON THE PRESENT METHOD OF ANNIHILATING
PERSPECTIVE. .

cival’s sleeve all the while. No, xo
TOFFEE |

(4) Betty may add one extra to her
throw if she can throw the die on the
board instead of the floor and in such
fashion that no Princes are upset.
(Daddy.)

This rule not to include « Staggers.”
Betty's Amendment.)

(5) All dice falling on the floor to be
read by Daddy. (Theresa, Constance
and, Betty.) =

(6) Uncle Percival is always to be
Prince “ Measles.” (Unanimous.)
(7) Betty must not upset Theresa’s

Prince. (Theresa.)

(8) Betty mustnot upset Constance’s
Prince.” (Constance.) :

(9) Games must be finished. (Daddy
and Mother.)

N.B.—This ordinance often leads o’
much underhand work, The children
pay very little attention to the game,
while the grown-ups shake feverishly
for everyone and the Princes whizz
round the board to the end in total dis-
regard of danger. :

Of course you can make other rules
to suit local conditions, family pecu-
liarities and so on; it is just a game,
like marbles or rugger. Only much
rougher than either. A A
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THE LAWN-MOWERS.

Now that the summer is advancing 1
foresee that we shall soon be faced once
more with the question of keeping down
the lawn. And that means, I suppose,
that the two amateur gardeners origin-
ally procured for this purpose will soon
be allowed to emerge from their winter
rvetirement in the basement and provide
the usual interruptions to my morning’s
work.

Borotra and Lacoste are their names.

I must apologise to a friendly nation
for thus taking in vain the two names
last inscribed on the roll of fame down
at Wimbledon. The fact is it has
always been part of my duty to provide
suitable appellations for the various
domestic animals that begin to crowd
our household. I am the nomenclator

gether satisfactory. Borotra in par-
ticular, who was the more athletic in
build of the two, soon discovered that
if he kept on jumping long enough he
could get his tore-paws over the top of
the wire. Then it was only a question
of time before he got his body precari-
ously balanced on the top and fell down
the other side. Hardly a morning
passed without my being called down
bastily from my work to help catch
Borotra before he had irretrievably
damaged the flower-beds. Lacoste, ot
a less enterprising disposition, preferred
to work by night, escaping ifrom his
hutch before we were out of bed. Susan
would come into my room with the
morning tea, and I could tell at once
from the expression of her face that she
had bad news.

“That there rabbit’s out again,” she

This sort of thing could not be per-
mitted to continue indefinitely. 1t be-
gan to look as though we should have
no flowers lelt in the garden at all by
the end of the London season. Besides,
the wire-netting made ugly brown rings
in the grass. And both Borotra and
Lacoste were soon so much occupied
with thoughts of escape into a larger
life that they ceased to devote them-
solves with any steadiness to the work
of lawn-mowing. They began to spend
all their time in practising the high
jump.

“ Something has got to he done about
this,” 1 said to Phyllis, “ or off they go
to the nearest poulterer.”

And, being an ingenious household,
we devised soveral schemos for restrain-
ing their activities. Phyllis used to
lay cloths or hoards on the top of the

—as was Apamin Eden
—but I do not suppose
that our first father was
wrestling with the
opening of a shorti story
when Eve wanted to
know what she should
call that spotted thing
with a long neck that
was eating the palm-
tree opposite the draw-
ing-room window. He
could afford to take his
time over an important
decision like that. I
could not.

«“What shall we call
them ? ” asked Phyllis,
coming hastily into my
room one morning and
directing my attention
to the two little furry
fellows who, enclosed
in a rough ring of wire-

Hotel Guest. * WHAT SORT 'S YOUR BILLIARD TABLE ?”

Hotel Proprictor (late Mercantile Marine). “ WELL, 10 '8 A BIT 1OG-BACKID,
BUT THAT’S BETTER TIIAN SAGGIN’, AND IT 'S THI SAME FOR AlL.”

wire cylinder, but they
i soon dealt with these.
£ 2277 | “What wo  really
lﬁﬂ},rﬁff want,” she said, “is a
0”%@, W7 | wire eage, liko what we
R -~ = | had for the whife mice.
--.1 - |Only have il loose, «o
1 = [that they could roll it
© Jabout over the lawn
whon thoy 'd eaten all
tho grass in one place.”
And for some thne we
actually tried to pro-
cure & sort of enclosed
eylinder of wire netling
s0 that, working amie-
ably in concert, the

;/' pair might vange by
//// 4 degrees over the whole
G [expanco of lawn.  But

they did not seem to
be stockad, oven at the
famous sixpenny shop
that has recently come

netting about one yard in diameter,
were already engaged in busily nibbling
the tender shoots of grass.

I suppressed a groan, took a hasty
glance out of the window and sat down
again. Itcame to me suddenly: some-
times one is visited by an inspiration.

“Call them Borotra and Lacoste,” I
said, turning back to my work.

“Why?”

“Because they are something more
than ordinary rabbits.”

Phyllis puckered up her forehead in
a vain attempt to remember.

“I seem to have heard the names,”
shesaid vaguely. “ What do they do?”

And this from a lady who once played
with me in the final of the Mixed
Doubles at the Nazeley tournament!
However, that is so long ago that we
don’t talk about it more than we can
help.

This first arrangement for setting the
pair to work, however, was not alto-

would say gloomily, “eating up all them
flowers.”

That meant that T should have to
organise a hunt at once, hall-dressed,
before breakfast. And, let me tell you, it
was no casy job to catch Lacoste. o
was without the joie de vivre of his col-
league perhaps, less swilt in his dashos
but decidedly more cunning, and with
a cerfain dour obstinacy. His favourite
spot was the stack of brushwood which
Phyllis keeps, for some inscrutable
reason of her own, down at the bottom
of the garden. The dogwould bolt him
from that refuge eventually. Christina
was the only one of the family who
really enjoyed these early-morning ex-
peditions, and pursued him joyfully with
shrill yelpings over the beds, knocking
over all our show-pieces of the season.
It generally took us hall-an-hour to an
hour to cateh one of the rabbits, When
the two got loose together we had to

mobilise the whole household.

to the 1ligh Street.

Then 1 was once more visited with
an inspiration.

“I0 1 wero you," I said one morning
ab a late breakfast- -there had been a
more than ordinarily protracted hunt
after Lacoste, who had very nearly
succeeded in gebting over the wall into
our neighibour's garden—-¢ L should try
tethering them out.  Cieb a chain and
collar attachment and a few iron pogs,
80 that you can shift them from time
to time when you want them to keep
down a new patch of grags.”

And that very afternoon Phyllis went,
to the sixpenny shop (where they keep
all manner of useful things in steel and
leather) and boughttwo collurs (smallest,
size) and two longish steel chains, |
confess it used to cheer me last scason,
looking out of my window in the rare
intervals of work, to see Dorotra and
Tacoste, pegged out ad w reasonable dis-
tance from euch other, trying in vain to
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—

She. “WHO’S YOUR BUTTERFLY-HUNTING FRIEND ?”

He. “Orp SmiTH. USED TO BE THE KEENEST FISHERMAN I
AND FOUND HE HAD BEEN CATCHING FISH IN ALL SORTS OF WA
BUG-HUNTERS, AS THERE ARE NO PURISTS AMONG THEM.”

/

EVER ENEW TILL HE READ EVERY BOOK PUBLISHED ON THE SUBJECT
YS HE SHOULDN'T HAVE. THEN HE GAVE IT UP AND JOINED THE

discover some means of getting rid of
those steel chains. The collars, I admit,
did not last very long; they got through
them after a day or two. But when [
pubanextraring in the chainandeclipped
15 round their necks they were done.

They will be coming out again now,
I suspect, in a day or two. And no
doubt all the time they have been down
in the bagement room during the win-
ter they have been thinking out plans
for beating me over those steel chains.
Lven towards the end of last autumn
Lacoste contrived to get his chain off
the peg once or twice, and I could see
he was hoping, by circlinground swiftly,
to get it into a kink and perhaps break
a limk. Borotra, I think, hopes to
effect his escape by hard struggling and
scratching while 1 carry him out.  But
they are comparatively easy game now,
if one is careful to put the chains on
before taking them out. They get en-
tangled in the vegetation.

But as lawn-mowers I often doubt
whether they really pay their way.

“Thoroughly Experienced Nurse Wanted
for family baby.”—1Velsh Paper.
The family child is father to the family
man,

TO A WIRELESS MAST.

GAUNT pole that rises into upper air,
High o’er my clumps of holly and
genista, :
How my whole soul revolts to see thee
there,
Bisecting what was once a high-class
vista |
Not—oh, believe me—not from whim
or choice
Would I maintain an object so ap-
palling,
But lo! from thy slim apex comes the
Voice
That nightly tells me ¢ This is Lon-
don calling.”

And when industrial peace is wearing
thin,
Or Hosss and Roor are making
cricket history,
I seize my crystal set and listen-in,
Nor grudge thee ample credit for the
mystery,
When, winged upon the ether overhead,
That silken Voice whose sweetness
never varies
Bids me look under Uncle George’s bed,
Or notes a cyclone crossing the
Canaries.

Wherefore stand on, O eyesore unal-
loyed, .
Seeing thou bearest that so potent
cable ‘
That snares all news, all knowledge,
from the void ' :
And drops it neatly on my study
table ;
Ay, and the Voice, that disembodied
tongue,
That I so oft have sought in playful
fanc
To add a face to, shall not go unsung
While I've a voice to praise thy
necromancy. Arcor,

Another Headache for the Historian.

“Punctually at 2 o’clock yesterday after-
noon 400 little boys and girls marched out,
laughing and chattering, from the Foundling
Hospital, Guilford Street, W.C. The iron
gates clanged and were locked behind them,
and an unaccustomed stillness fell upon the
place.”—Daily Paper.

“The foundlings left the Foundling Hospital
yesterday as quietly as a man shuts the door
on his relinquished house aftsr the furniture
removers have gone. The grey old guardian
of the gates unlocked them, threw them open,
and when the foundlings had passed out closed
them again. By all dramatic propriety he
should have shut them with a clang. He did
nothing of the sort.”—Another Daily Paper.




1o
O

PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL

[Juny 7, 1926.

AT THE PLAY.
«“Trere’s No Foor” (GLOBE).
M. Pierre 'Worrr's French play,
translated and adapted by Mr. STANLEY
Berr,urnquestionably arrives at a sound

\“-\ N
NN thyaeenen
FAREWELL TO YOUTHFUL FOLLY.

Mme. Jacqueline Remon
Miss MARGARET BANNERMAN.
Roger Farbrege . MR. BERTRAM WaLLIS.

and sober moral by however dubious a
route. Thatelderly amoristand widower,
Roger Farbrege, has devoted his life,
after (and no doubt before) an episodic
marriage which has brought him a
charming son, to the pursuit of Love.
He has concocted an elaborate philo-
sophy of illusion. Bach adventure is
always about to be more glorious and
satisfying than the last because pursuad
with all the accumulated experience of
its predecessors. But the years are
passing, bair is whitening, the figure is
not quite what it was; and as the par-
ticular goddess of the impending pursuit
happens to be & widow of twenty-three
a, faint doubt assails our hitherto all-
conquering Don Juan. There is indeed
a foolish old duke of eighty misspent
winters who is still at the old sport and
scores his successes by dropping a match
for each into a box. And the box con-
tains just one hundred and eighty-two.
But whatever such successes may be
worth they have evidently not for many
years been romances. Andromance our
friend must have: he is a hedonist of
quality.

So that he approaches his fair young
quarry with a new diffidence which, if
he but knew it, has a new appeal, and
the quest, supported by exceﬁent man-

ners and manner, resolute patience a_nd
the provision of little dinners, at which
Yquem, Perrier-Jouet and a very special
unnamed liqueur are consumed con-
currently, and with but the faintest
obbligato of food, looks like going well.
At which point young Georges, a com-
plete innocent just out of his teens,
returns from abroad, and the fair young
Jacqueline turns, without reserve appar-
ently, from the elaborate father to the
ingenuous son.

The intrigue must at all costs, of
course, be concealed from the unfortu-
nate Roger. The poor man perceives
merely that his affair no longer moves.
The little dinners are adroitly avoided.
Excusesaresentbreakingappointments.
And when at last the truth bursts in
upon him he half chokeshisinconvenient
offspring and throws him violently to
the ground—an outhreak of jealous fury
and wounded pride which is followed by
remorse and a final sportsmanlike ac-
ceptance of the old truth that youth
will be served. A moral of a sort, any-
way.

Perhaps there was added a little bit-
terness to the cup by the fact that his
long-sufferingfriend Pascal,a practising
bachelor, had, in one of the rare intor-
vals between Ecger's confessions and
self-regarding disquisitions, been discov-
ered by a pretty young actress, Made-
lewne Gerard, who had offered her heart
to him—in the sense in which hearts
are offered in this environment, where
nobody seems setiously to consider the
oubworn institution of marriage. But
this is Paris, you understand.

Mr. Berrram Warrnis chose to play
his hero in perhaps rather a heavier
mood than the best interests of the piece
demanded, but on these chosen lines
played it consistently and interestingly,
avoiding any suggestion that he was
just going to step forward and burst
inbo song about it, if you know what 1
meuan. Mr. MorroN SELTEN, as Pascal,
lightened the business very successfully
with his adroit ease of style and sense
of comedy, and contrived to make the
rare touches of sentiment fit into the
character. He too had a philosophy—
that the old ought to take what gilts
the gods sent them without too anxious
an inquiry as to their value, and I am
sure didn't mistake the underlying
motives of little Madeleine Gerard,
who had failed on the stage and had no
other visible means of support. Mr.
Lroxarp UproNn wasaniceand obviously
English boy in a supposed Gallic setting
which made him a little unconvineing.

No solution of the fundamental and
exceedingly difficult problem of present-
ing this essentially French affair as
if the characters were indeed French-
men and rot Inglishmen was seriously

attempted. The names were pronounced
approximately (and variously) in the
French manner (except, by the way,
Georges, who was plain George through-
out the play and even on the pro-
gramme), but the adapter had tried to
give an air of naturalness by a robust
Britishidiom,and we inevitably received
an impression of {fellow-countrymen be-
having in an unaccustomed manner.

I find Miss MARGARET BANNERMAN'S
various heroines are inclined to be very
much the same—all certainly extremely
attractive to look at. She doesnot seem
to me to bother much about variety of
characterisation. There is no doubt a
school of acting which definitely holds
that the part must be made to fit the
player, not the player the part—too
comfortable a doctrine, I think, to be
sound. Iliked very much a little sketeh
by Miss Marmira HuxT of a gentle,
faithful and faded lady, one of Zoger's
old loves; and Miss Dorotay DEBEN-
HAM's portrait of Pascal’s young actress,
Madelcine, was intelligently done. A
play interesting in parts rather than
as a whole, but so much more promis-
ing than the last production at this
theatre that it deserves a run. It was
well received. T.

“A Iouse Divipep” (Recent).

This play was, I take it, designed for
the less sophisticated of our country-
men. The principal characters are the

RETURNED TO DRAWER.

Jolm Hardress . . M LioNEL (GAADSDEN,
My, Calchin . . Mr. Cuannes Koo,

noble husiness man, the foolish wife
and the wicked moneylender.

John Hardress had for ten years heen
making a roputation as a brave getier
but poor spender, and was generally
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THE TEMPERAMENTAL URGE.

Small Boy. “I1’M GOING TO GET MY FEET WET TO-DAY.”
Still Smaller Boy. “ ARE YoU? Way?”
Small Boy, “I DUNNO. JUST FEEL LIKE IT."

known as “ Stinge” Hardress. But
his acquaintance misjudged him. For
these ten years he has been saving up to
pay back to the defrauded investors in
the Mary Vane Gold Mine their capital,
with reasonable interest to date. It
was, of course, his partner who had
engineered this deplorable ramp. Inno-
cent though he himself was, he had
lost his nerve and fled the country.
He had then been known as Joln
Harper. His new and rather unenter-
prising alias of Hardress had perhaps
been designed to avoid the necessity of
re-marking his linen and despatch-case.
And possibly he had been led by like
motives of economy and convenience to
keep the secret notes about the Mary
Vane affair in a penny red note-book,
in which over the name Harper he had
written Hardress.

He had married a rabbit-brained
person of gentle birth, the Hon. Marjorie
Garry, to whom, of course, he had
told nothing of his past and nothing of
his frequent mysterious absences from
home. When he gave her the keys of
his deed-box to get out his cheque-book,
she naturally drew the worst conclu-
sions from the name Mary Vane, and
also, with her usual incompetence, con-
trived to drop the fatal red note-bool
on the floor. It was of course picked
up by the unpleasant person who, as
Calchin, had won seven hundred
pounds from Mys. Hardressin her private
gaming establishment in Belgravia and
was pretending to have borrowed the

money for her to pay this debt of
honour from a M. I«%ﬁescua (himself),
who was now pressing for immediate
repayment, with interest, from an ac-
commodation address in the City.

The resourceful rogue suggests that
it will be quite simple to fend off the
exacting moneylenderforanothermonth
if she will just ask the young Yorkshire
heiress whom she is ‘chaperoning to
write out, as a mere matter of form, a
post-dated cheque for one thousand
pounds made out to James Fortescue—
a suggestion which these two guileless
ladies duly carry out.

Imagine the Hon. Marjorie’s surprise
when, a month later, having forgotten
all about the matter, she learns that
Mr. Fortescue has presented his cheque,
that the bank, owned by the heiress’s
uncle, refusing payment, has put the
matter into the hands of the Public
Prosecutor, and that she will probably
get six months for fraud. As a matter
of plain fact of course the least effective
member of the Junior Bar could have
got her off easily as a quarter-wit.

However (need we say?) it doesn’t
come to that. The moneylender has
overreached himself with a lack of
caution the attribution of which by
our aubhor constitutes a libel on the
whole clan Fortescue, and has to sur-
render the returned cheque, which is
the only evidence of the fraud, The
Hon. Marjorie, by burning the little red
book, which the ineffable Calchin has
put into her hands with the idea of

forcing her husband to pay up, shows
herself to have a hearf of gold, and
honest John Hardress is left to console
himself with the thought of this as some
compensation for her wooden head.
The business didn’t strike me as hold-
ing the mirror up to life. Ithink sundry
repetitions and vaguenesses were due
to players something less than word-
perfect elaborately gagging their way
back to mislaid cues. And it is fair to
say that Mr. BeeNarD MERIVALE'S
play, beginning dully, improved as it
developed. Miss Mapee MoInrosu
kad little chance of arousing much in-
terest in her imbecile heroine, and
when her moment of anguished reali-
sation came her outburst of passion-
ate protest against impending fate was
more strenuous than moving. Mr.
LioNeL GADSDEN was a workmanlike
Hardress. Mr. REGINALD DANCE was
competent enough as the dour York-
shire banker. The most satisfactory
passage was a well-written scene be-
tween Hardress’s young brother-in-law
secretary and the heiress, which was
well played by Mr RoNALD SINCLAIR
and Miss REBa IngLis. And Miss Joan
HeNLEY was effective in her short inter-
polation as the boy’s sister. T.

It is announced in an evening paper
that Mr. Epuunp Durnac contemplates
giving a recital on the nose-flute. We
understand that the orchestral accom-
paniment will be supplied by a small
band of ear-trumpets.
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A BOLSHEVIST PLEA.

IT is with reluctance that 1 propose
any scheme that might interfere with
the sacred rights or historical com-
posure of St. James’s Square, but I am
the more emboldened to do so by the
memory of the indignities it suffered—
and I am sure gladly—during the War,
when its green enclosure was filled with
huts, known as the Washington Inn,
so skilfully and thoughtfully arranged
as to be built round the trunks of the
trees rather than that woodmen should
fail to spare them ; while the statue of
Kixe Winoiam ITI. in the middle, with
his charger’s luxurious and magnificent
tail, was lost to sight, although always
to memory dear.

Recollecting St. James’s necessary
and so recent desecration, I have the
less diffidence to drop my revolutionary
project like a bomb from the blue.

Briefly it is this: that a footpath
should be opened right across 8t.James’s
Square, thus enabling the wayfarer to
walk in a straight line from Charles
Street to King Street, or fromKing Street
to Charles Street, instead of, as now,
keeping to the railings all among the
motor-cars and the cabs and the fumes
of petrol.

Objection to this very humane im-
provement is certain to be urged. .1
know that. I know my St. James’s
inhabitants too well. But of course they
have no case, really. No man who can
sit down and see his Square turned into
a parking centre, or a school for classes
learning the names of motor-cars, as
has happened here, can expect to be
listened to when he complains that a
narrow footpath bisecting the garden
in the middle will be an eyesore and
an outrage—two words which are as
cerfain to be employed in the con-
troversy as it is sure that the sun will
rise to-morrow morning, even though,
having done so, he again retires behind
clouds for the rest of the day.

If St. James’s Square were the abode
of peace that it used to be, if it were
select and retired and distinguished
and blue-blooded once more, I should
hesitate to ask for this very reason-
able short-cut. But when its garden is
deserted and its roadway has become
a permanent puddle of black oil, what
is the use of pretending that it is St.
James’s Square any longer?—I mean
the St. James’s Square that went to
the making of the Duchess of Leepg’
earthly paradise :—
¢She shall have all that’s fine and fair,

And the best of silk and satin shall wear,

And live in a coach to take the air,
And have a house in 8t. James's Square.”

Besides, how few private mansions
are left! Lord Astor, the owner of

Not-Swift-enough - and - far - from - Sure
(as I know to my cost, having followed
the jerky advice of The Times), has one
of these mansions, it is true, but some
of the most famous are now clubs, and
there are even shops, or at any rate
offices. The glory has departed. It is
a mere appendage to the R.A.C., and
if the householders can let their sacred
Square become a garage they can
hardly refuse my modest request.

ANl T ask is that when we want to go
to CrrisTiE’s from the east or, having
been to CHRISTIE'S, want to return
eastwards, we should have the oppor-
tunity of walking along a woodlandpath,
with the statue of Wirrram III. in a
circle in the midst, where perhaps a
seab or two could be placed. One so
rarely sees the St. James’s Square resi-
dents making use of this enclosure that
opposition from them would be churl-
ish indeed; nor would they have from
the windows, except in winter, too clear
a sight of the vulgarians en route.

I say nothing at the moment of the
charms of St. James’s Street, thus made
more easy of access; I say nothing of
theadditional ease with which those play-
goers walking eastward will reach the
Haymarket Theatre and His Majesty’s
Theastre, or those walking westward will
attain to their constant desire, which is
to see Miss Grapys Coorer and Sir
GERALD DU Maurizr and Mr. Ronwie
Squire in The Last of Mrs. Cheyney;
I do not even refer to a certain oyster-
bar thus brought nearer, or to the ad-
vantage of London having still another
green oasis to pass through or repose
in. For the moment I am thinking
chiefly of CrRrIsTIE'S.

To visit CarIsTIE'S is 80 indispens-
able a duty of all good Londoners,and all
good foreigners and provincials sojourn-
ing in London, that everything possible
should be done to help them. For
Capistin’s is like a National Gallery
and Royal Academy in one, and far more
fluid than either. It is the perpetual
art exhibition of London, never unin-
teresting, often remarkable and always
free. No nonsense about sixpence on
this day and that, as ut the National
Gallery and the TaTe; no humiliating
turnstile to fight your way through ; no
officious fellow grabbing your walking-
stick or refusing to take your word that
you are a member of the National Art-
Collections Fund. Everything made
easy, and the only danger the old one
(when & sale is in progress) of an in-
voluntary gesture on your part being
taken as a bid by Mr. Lance HANNEN.
Such is CurisTiE’s; and, such bein
CHrISTIE'S, how important, how essen-
tial it is that we should be able to get
there with celerity and in comfort!

B.V.L

PAN P.C.

[The Mouth-Organ Championship of Great
Britain was recently carried off in a competi-
tion at Vauxhall by Mr. Havwoob, a London
policeman, and The Tumes of July 1si conse-
crates a leading article to the event, the history
of the instrument and its possibilities in the
future.]

Robert, who our traffic guidest

With thy white and outstretched
arm

And pedestrians providest

With escape from deadly harm—

On thy physical and moral
Virtues no one need dilate,

But thy latest, rarest laurel
I am moved to celebrate.

Wealth may serve the Fords or
Morgans,
But it cannot buy the lip
Needed to control mouth-organs
And to win the championship.

Let who will the balalaika
Cultivate in gay resorts,

Or the saxophone, and seck a
Stimulus in hoots and snorts;

Let mad modernists belabour
Gongs, or play the nasal flute,

Till th’ exasperated neighbour
Hurls the contumelious boot ;

Those who love the drum may
thump it
Till the affronted heavens fall,
I prefer the tiny trumpet
OI the victor of Vauxhall.

Small it is, yet from its puny
Pipes, with amplifying gear,

Sounds can be produced more tuny
Than the lark to shepherd's ear,

Mollifying nerves that bristle,
Tempors that are short and sharp,
Better than the penny-whistle
Or the twanging jewish-harp.

Scorn not, then, O gentlo reader,
This plebeian instrument,

But peruse The Twmes's leader
On its classical descent,

And the rich recital follow
Down from the Pandean pipe,

Down from Marsyas and Apollo
To the latest modern type;

Then salute in amplest measuro
Haywoop, tuneful super-man,

Heir of the melodious treasure
Springing from the lips of Pan.

“A waming to houscholders to preserve
water during the sunnuer by bemg careful not

8| to waste it was 1ssued by the —— Wadter Com-

mittee this morning.  All water must be hus-
banded while 16 was wet."—T.ocal Paper.

We invariably try to keep it in this
condition.
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MR. PUNCH'S PERSONALITIES.
XX.—FIELD-MARSHAL SIR WILLIAM ROBERTSON.

he above debouches on my view,
of him I cannot keep my hat on,

Y
Because no better fellow ever drew

For jo

HEN t

From its proverbial lair the Marshal’s baton.

W
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Tramp. “ WELL, THERE 'S SOMETHIN' TO BE SAID FOR NOT ’AVIN’ A SUBURBAN RESIDENCE.”

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE.
(By My, Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.)

TaE “nineties,” that legendary last decade of the Victorian
age, have been called yellow and they have been called
naughty, but to Mr. RicEARD LE GALLIENNE, who surveys
them across an ocean and a gencration, they are The
Romantic 90's (Purnam). It is of course a natural epithet
for one who doubled the parts of Narcissus and the
seeker of the Golden Girl to use, but it is also very likely
the right one. At any rate nobody is better qualified
to know than Mr. Lk GALLIENNE, for he was not only the
period’s most elegant ornament but, as reader to Jorn LANE,
publisher-in-chief to its poets, he had a hand in making it
what it was. As a matter of fact, however, he does not
keep exclusively to the special connotations of his title. He
tells us of evenings of talk at LaNg’s rooms in The Albany,
and evenings of poetry at the ““ Cheshire Cheese.” He gives
us glimpses of WILDE in characteristic poses, of Hexry
Harranp, Gallic as only an American can be, of LioneL
JounsoN, looking like a cherub and talking like an annotated
anthology, of Jorx DAviDpsoN in his poverty and pride. But
he remembers the older gods who loomed in the literary
firmament when first he came, an ardent provincial strip-
ling, to fry his luck in London town. ¢ The world grows
Lilliput,” he wrote in a sonnet on the death of GrADSTONE,
and, unlike some younger critics, be has kept his reverence
(with just a touch of malice in it) for Brobdingnag. Some
of his stories, of Tennyson and HERBERT SPENCER for
example, are only hearsay; but they are very good stories.
He had the honour of knowing, and being snubbed by,
MereDiTHE; and he trod the well-worn way to the Pines
and SwINBURNE. More than that, he tracked the poet to
the ““ Rose and Crown ” on Putney Common, and can tell

us, on the unimpeachable authority of the barmaid, that it
was no modest pint of bitter, as the story usually goes,
which was consumed in that morning hour of emancipation,
but a full bottle of Burgundy. It 1s a pleasant desultory
book that Mr. Le GALLIENNE has written.

There is both charm and grandeur in Miss Mary Joux-
sToN’s new Colonial novel, and admirers of By Order of the
Company and Lhe Old Dominion will find the best of their
expectations realised in The Great Vailey (Burterworrs).
I am bound to admit that an excess of the old quality is
sometimes perceptible ; charm over-reaches itsell into pre-
ciosity, and grandeur looks for a moment like ostentation.
But take it from first to last the tale is a fine tale fincly
conceived and treated. It relates the fortunes of a Scots
minister’s family, pioneer sefitlers of a iract of eighteenth-
century Virginia. John Sellirk has reared his six children
in the graces as well as the pieties of life, a fact which is
largely responsible for his ejectment from his Scots cure and
for the happy adaptation of himself and his family to wider
circumstances. Being poor, the Selkirks take up a holding
in the Shenandoah Valley, immune, it is supposed, from
Indian raids, but on the very limit of civilisation. For a
time all goes well. Elizabeth, the simple and queenly
daughter, marries the heir of a wealthy landowner, and the
young couple lead an idylliclife still deeper in the hackwoods.
Lhen come tidings of European wrangles ; French and Ing-
lish feuds react on Indian irredentists, and after an interval
of growing terror—its fretting effect on the settlers is ad-
mirably shown—the storm bursts. Elizabeth, her daughter
and an old servant are captured by the Indians during the
sack of their homestead ; and Elizabeth's fate, the fate of
Andromache, among the Shawnees is the climax of the story.
As usual Miss JornsTox has weighed the claims of chroni-
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cler and psychologist to a nicety, and
the development of her characters keeps
harmonious pace with the issue of
their adventures.

Whene’er you encounter the gentle
Jocko,
Think, as his anties you pause to
mock, O i
Reader, 'twas only by Nature’s whim o
Tha,thyou do not more closely resemble i
im.

She %as lavished some of the brains of
men on

The marmoset and the long-tailed
guenon, i

And made you to smack, both in mind | i}
and shape, if

Of the hanuman and the Barbary ape. | [{].

It ’s not surprising we all feel vain Iy

Of the skill we exhibit with hand and h
brain,

And the proper cure, since we 're all too
perky ’s R

To read this volume by R. M. YeRrxkzs, '

Which shows us—the title is Almost
Human—

What a simulacrum of me and you, man,

Is the all-untaught but prehensile ape.

The cl;ook is published by JoNATHAN

APE.

I have just read a remarkable tale.
Itis called The Green Lacquer Pavilion
(Corrins),by HELEN BEAUCLERK, a lady
who to the best of my knowledge is a
new-comer to the bookshelf and one
who, though she has read her Barriz,
her Max, her DE ra MARE and her
Davip GArRNETT, owes nothing to any
of her predecessors in Fancy Fair. In
fact The Green Pawilion is the most
pleasurably original thing that I have
come across for a very long time, and I
ghall be greatly surprised if it does not
at once place Miss BEAUCLERK (or is it
Mrs. ?) among the magicians. Here is
a brief suggestion of the story. To
Taveridge Hall, near Guildford, the
seat of Sir John and Lady-Taveridge
(the former a fox-hunter, the latter a
darling), come, on May 1st, 1710, the

Americanr. “Do I LIKE DANCING THE CHARLESTON?
Sr. VITUS I8 MY PATRON SAINT.”
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following guests {rom Town: Mr. Valenting Clare, a like-
able young beau; Mrs. Wynlon, “a famous fascinator”;
Lord Bedlow, a pompous politician ; his lady, ¢“of respect-
able years” and unstaunched speech ; Mr. Gulvry, a mystic,
and Miss Julie Cherrivale, a very lovely girl. Adven-
ture befalls them after dinner, for, while Julie plays to
the company upon the harpsichord, an Eastern landscape
and its small pavilion, portrayed upon a screen of gold-
and-green lacquer, suddenly appear, real and life-size, to
the sound of little bells, and M. Clare and Julie, followed
by the rest of the party, cross the drawing-room and walk
up the steps of the pavilion and so into a strange land.
There—I have provided you with a programme; you musb
for yourselves see the play, and then, please, be as grateful
as T am to Miss Beavcrerk for her humour, the wealth of
her imagination and her dignified mastery of words. The
Pavilionis decorated by Mr. Durac with nine delightful cuts.

It is rather hard luck on Mr. Lewis BrownE that the
ugliest corner he has to turn in Zhe Story of the Jews (CarE)
is exactly that part of the road with which the average
reader is most familiar. 1 am bound to say that I think he
has come to grief over the foundation of Christianity, and
that he does not make matters better by discrediting Jewish
worthies associated with the coming of Crrist. DavIp is
a robber chieftain, Soroyon a brilliant fool, and Isaram a
narrow patriot with “a shortened vision.” ~Although no
other authority than the Gospels exist for the Gospel story,
the historian produces a variant of his own, in which the
badgered and beclouded PruaTm becomes a ¢ quick, choleric
official® responsible for the Crucifixion. Apart from this
question-begging and a certain over-popularization of style,
1 found Mr. BrownE's performance attractive. The first
Semitic shepherds, who had, like our literary critics, a new
god for every strip of desert they traversed, are admirably
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handled; and the story of the Dispersionand its consequences
is told with precision and sympathy. The rise of the
Rabbis, the barricade of law and ritual they erected against
outsiders, the part played by sacred books and mystical
traditions, the Jews’ activities as middlemen and agitators
and the reprisals of slower wits and orthodox authority are
all clearly indicated. Aspects of Jewish life I should like
to have seen enlarged on are their magnificent domestic
traditions and their contributions to art, science and civilisa-
tion in general. The Jew of Jews is apt to seem a trifle
inhuman, and the only one of Mr. Browx~E’s heroes who suc-
ceeded in touching my imagination was ABraHAM BEN
Tizra, a sage so unlucky that he boasted that if he turned
shroud-maker mankind would cease to die.

Admirers of the breezy stories of “ GEorGE A. BrrMinG-
HAM ” know by this time what to expect—his keen sense of
character, his penchant for painting elderly, amiable and
diplomatic gentlemen, his love for a touch of the farcical
now and then in his comedy and his taste for young women

and fallen in love with in an illustrated paper. Thereafter
things move briskly and with as many laughs to the page
as anyone has a right to expect. There is not much that is
new either in the character of Pairick, a WopEROUSE silly-
ass with variations, or in the trouble that he malkes for him-
self, but it is very good fooling. At first glance Mr. “ Aru-
STRONG'S ”’ humour may seem to lack discrimination. He
knows a good joke from a poor one, but I am not so sure
that he does not think a poor joke better than none. Never-
theless he is quite definitely a humourist to be thanlkful for.
His best is good enough for anybody, and there is, I grate-
fully admit, enough of it in Patrick, Undergraduate, to make
a thoroughly amusing book.

The charm of 4 History of Cricket (ALLEN AND UNwiIN)
is immensely increased by the graceful style in which Mr.
H. 8. Aurmam has written it. Modestly he calls it “one
vast plagiarism,” as indeed it had to be; but he is so good
a plagiarist as Lo deserve the thanks of everyone who has
the love of cricket in his blood. Tracing the game from its

of what might be called
the *harmless minx”
type. In Goodly Pearls
(HoppEr anD STOUGH-
TON) we start work
once motve in the well-
known Balkan state of
Lystria, and here and
there renew our ac-
quaintance with old
friends, notably with
that remarkable char-
acter, Miss Janet
Chlasrch, the terror of
our foreign representa-
tives. But the bulk of
the story’s action takes
placein Queen’sClevely,
a charming country
parish with a delightful
old parson, his brother
(late our Minister Pleni-
potentiary at Csaka)
and their sister Bar-

tew \\.'.3\.. -

DAMMIT, IT IS WET!”

Visuor. “By Jove, I LIKE THIS THING; THE SFA LOOKS QuiTe wer. Wiy,

earliest beginnings he
tells us that the first
Lb.w. rule was passed
because “one of the best
hitters was so shabbyas
to put hisleg in the way
and take advantage of
the bowlers.” Some
modern batsmen might
remember that. Full
justice to the bygonc
giants of the game is
done, and I am glad of
it, for such names as
Forrer Proen, Win-
Liam Carryn, Jonn
NYREN are vintage
names; theyhave an in-
comparablesavour. And
equal justice is dono
to the modern men—
from “W.G.” onwards—
who have made cricket
history. Mr. AuTHAN'S

bara. Into this Para-
dise the retiring diplomat has introduced one Olga,
daughter of Prince Tamiskoff; while at the same time
his brother and sister have decided to engage an Irish
curate—a curate with decided leanings towards Socialism
and Anglo-Catholic views. In the Anglo-Catholics and
the Social Reformers Canon HANNAY confesses in his
preface that he recognises the two most spiritually active
forees of our time. But you may be relieved to know that
he also confesses his inability to shake off the bad habit of
writing flippantly of serious things. What with the adven-
tures of the Tamiskoff jewels, and the activities of the
Queen’s Clevely troop of Boy Scouts under Olga’s fostering
care, and the shameless flirtations of that young lady her-
self, nobody is in the least likely to call Goodly Pearls a dull
entertainment. And, taken in the right spirit, I suppose we
may also concede that it conveys a lesson—of gorts.

Humorous novels of undergraduate life are such a dreary
business that the stoutest heart might quail bofore a book
entitied Patrick, Undergraduate (STANLEY Pavur), with a pic-
ture of Trinity, Cambridge, on its wrapper. In Chapter IV.,
however, Mr. ““AnrmoNy ArMSTRONG ” dispels the gathering
gloom. Patiick leaves Cambridge for London and begins
to search for a beautiful girl whose photograph he has seen

isajust and true record
of a game of which Mr. ANDREW Liane wrote, it is simply
the most catholic and diffused, the most innocent, kindly
and manly of popular pleasures.”

The Cily in the Sea (Hurcninsox) exhibits many of the
qualities that have established Mr. H. De Vere STacroore
as a popular novelist, but it is not one of his most attrac-
tive stories. A town sunk some six or seven fathoms deep
in the sea, among the Greek islands, was located by a small
expedition of treasure-hunters and found to possess rich and
ancient booty. Among the discoveries was a little marble
Aphrodite, concerning which Jacod Behrens, art dealer and
collector, said, “ There is none other like her ; beside her the
Milo is a woman.” That is the kind of trove which thig
party (including a girl) sailed from Poole Harbour to mark
down and rescue from its watery grave. The readin g public
has the most proflound confidence in Mr. STacrooLe when
his creations are either on the sea or surrounded by it, and
here he is far indeed from: betraying that trust. Where his
tale lacks strength and savour is in the hoart-to-hearb
scenes. Bobby Lestrange was a nice youth, but he was
also ineffective, and I should have preferred a man whose
discretion as a wooer was not so considerably the greater
part of his valour.
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CHARIVARIA.

TEE Government of Bermuda are
offering a prize for the best poem
desctiptive of the advantages of that
island. The great difficulty seems to
be in finding a rhyme to *bootlegger.”

*

The Annual Congress of Cemetery
Superintendents was held last week in
Manchester. We are glad to know that
the meeting passed off without any
mafficking. % %

Several Roman camp sites at Black-
heath are being levelled to make cricket
pitches. Does MussoLiNt know about
this ? % %

sk

Last week America, the well-known

nothing but gambling-dens for young
people. We wish that she had uttered
a word of warning about the domino-
sharps that infest our tea-shops.

ok

Mrs. PrrLip SNOWDEN has confessed
herself thoroughly ashamed of her
former indifference towards the League
of Nations. Geneva remains commend-
ably calm., % % -

All the cinemas in Warsaw have been
closed because people are unwilling to
pay the beavy tax. Locally it is re-
garded as monstrous to have to pay
through the nose for an evening at the
movies after a busy day’s revolution.

*

A man has been fined at Willesden
for using bad language in the hearing of

In Nersox’s days powder-monkeys
wore pigtails. Now they mostly wear
the Eton crop. ,

A man has been summoned for strik-
ing a railway porter. It serves him
right, for passengers are particularly
requested not to touch the porters
when they 're in motion.

*k
A London grocer complained to a
magistrate that one of his customers
told him to go and eat coke. He
shouldn't have told him to do that
when we are faced with a fuel shortage.

It is the opinion of Dr. CmarLEs
Gorr that Apan and EvE never existéd,
In that case it would be interesting
to know who first started raising Cain.

EE

Prohibitionist country,
celebrated Independ-
ence Day.

Mr. J. C. 8Quirg has
captainedacricket team
composed entirely of
literary men. Mr. Carr
cannot hope to do quite
as well ag this. There
will always be one or
two men in the English
eleven who don’t write
for the Press.

In this connection we
are told that Hosss be-
comes very cautious
when approaching his
thousandth word now-
adays.

[N
S

Wolves are blamed
for the alarming spread
of rabies in Russia. Our
theory is that it origi-

Candid Cuthbert. I AIN'T WALERD FAR, Mux;
MuyM; I DON'T WANT NO WORK, AND I AIN'T THE BLOKE WO
LARST WEEE. NAN WOT ABART A TANNER TO PUT ON THE FAVORITE?”

I Ax’r

In spite of the fact
that a High Court judge
has stated that he does
not like dancing, no
move hasyet been made
for the aboliticn of this
pastime. ,

Children at Berwick-
on-Tweed have revived
the old sport of snail-
racing. Loeal messen-
ger boys love to stand
and watch the competi-
tors whizz by.

® %

A militaryexpert pre-
dicts that the next war
will be fought by wire-
less. From what we
heard the other night
we had the impression
that it had started.

' ke

VERY 'UNGRY,
T CALLED ’ERE

“Actors and actresses

nated in a wolf that had been bitten
by a Bolshevist. , ,
&

Dr. C. W. SaLeeBy states that he
belongs to no club and never enters
smoking-rooms or bars. So much for
the cruel rumour that he is the life and
soul of the Athensum.

A boy is being ttea,ted in & London
bhospital because he cannot stop smiling.
Like everything else, castor-oil doesn’t
seem to be what it vla,s.

Musrarra KeMAL'S edict against the
fez is reported to have caused serious
losses to” Czecho-Slovakian manufac-
turers. Circassianmatrimonialagencies
tooarefeeling the abolition of the harem.

e

At the Brotherhood Movement Con-
gress at Cambridge a lady speaker de-
clared that many ice-cream shops are

members of a golf club. ‘I'his raises the
interesting question, How did the golfers
know it was bad language ?

,,,,,

3
We read of a machine that turns out
1,350 cigarettes a minute. This gives
some idea of what our chain-smokers
have to keep pace with.
E 3

The tendency to ecall it assurance,
instead of insurance, is easily understood
by anybody who has ever fallen into
the clutches of a canvasser.

* %
. *

The latest novelty is a golf-ball which
emits a musical sound. lts most
popular melody is said to be ** Mashie 's
in the cold, cold ground.”

A number of saxophone players re-
cently attended a Blackpool church ‘in
a body. 1t is believed that they wanted
to make public repentance.

enjoy playing their parts,” says awriter.
ut many seem curiously reluctant to
share their pleasure with the audience.

A Miss CorTLE has taken aletter from
the Lapy Mavoress of London to the
Lapy Provost of Edinburgh by motor-
cycle. People still seem chary of trust-

ing their correspondence to the Post
Office. ¥ %
£

A man was reprimanded at a London
Court for smiling. Nothing annoys a
magistrate more than merriment going
to waste because he can't think of a
joke to fit it.

“D0 YOU KNOW THAT——
at Paul's Cross in 1848 Jane Shore, with a
taper in one hand and arrayed in her ¢ kertell
onelye,’ did public penance? "—Daily Pager.
No, but we know what Mr. GLADSTONE
said in 1483.

VOL. CLXXI.
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THE SOCIAL WHIRL.

On~E saw at once that it was almost
as much as she could do to hold out her
hand. I took it sympathetically.

«“Youare . .. utterly?”’ I murmured.

«Utterly,” she agreed. ‘ Utterly
worn out.  This perpetual whirl of the
London season, this ceaseless rush of
life to-day, is becoming altogether too
much. Don't you find it simply fright-
ful, the speed at which we all live? ”

«] doindeed,” I assured herearnestly,
“and only this very afternoon I asked
almost the same question, in almost the
same words, of the driver of the taxi I
had taken up Regent Street.”

“ What did he say ?’ she asked with
a touch of curiosity. .

«It is a degenerate age,” I told her
sadly. “He simply wasn't equal to it.
One saw his lips move, his throat swell
convulsively, but no words came. Then
the policeman dropped his hand, be-
cause, 1 suppose, less prudent than
Mosgs, he had secured no one to hold
it up for him, and we ab once went on
almost as mueh as a hundred yards
without stopping.” ‘

«“What 1 was referring to,” she re-
minded me gravely, “was the social
whirl—the endless daily round.”

“] know,” I said brightly. <At
Westminster and Trafalgar Square. But
if it does make you so giddy that you
fall off your 'bus, they can always pick
you up again next time round. It only
shows that where there’s a whirl there’s
a way.”

“But not,” she sighed, “a way of
escape [rom the rush of the Liondon sea-
son. Onedoes feel one must have rest,
peace, quiet, calm, one little moment
now and again to oneself.”

«“It’s simple enough,” I told her.
“You have your telephone taken away,
and then you 're almost safe.”

“Don't you think,” she asked mus-
ingly, ¢“that it’s better to muffle the
bell with an old glove? Because then
people can't ring you up but you can
still ring them up? Only,” she con-
tinued, with a touch of unusual indig-
nation in her voice, “Tomn won’t. He
says this world is a place of training
and of discipline, and if you can face a
‘'phone on equal terms, you can face
anything, anywhere, in this world or
any other.”

“If” I said with a hollowlaugh. “But
who can?”

“Tom,"” she answered.

I looked at her thoughtfully. ¢ Do
youhave to say that,” I asked, *“because
it ’s in the marriage service? "

. “When people ring us up,” she said,
ignoring my suggestion ag too frivolous,
“Tom never tells them they 've got the
wrong number, because, first, they don't

believe youand argue,and secondly they
think it ’s your fault. So he just tells
them he’s the Income Tax, and then of
course they ring off ever so quickly.”
«T always thought,” I agreed, a good
deal impressed, ¢ that Tom had in him
some of the elements of greatness.”
She smiled, not without pride. *But,
after all,” she went on slowly, “even
'phones have their advantages, for
many a man says so much and so often
to the "phone that he has none of the
same sort of words left for his family.
But to return to my point. What
does wear one oub is the ceaseless
demands upon one’s time. Every year
one finds there are more places where
one simply has to show. Ascob, of
course, one was always used to, but
now it’s quite necessary to go to Wim-
bledon as well.”
«TUnless, of course,” I pointed out,
“one happens to be a lady champion.”
«And sometimes,” she went on mood-
ily, ¢“three dinners the same evening.”
«Which surely,” Isaid with some satis-
faction, “ought to mean the end of the
present craze for the slim silhouette.”
«I’ve told Tom,” shewent on,*“thathe
simply must take me away somewhere
where we can sit alone with ourthoughts
by the sea, far from all the world, just by
our two selves, forgetting and forgotten.”
«Jt’'ll be ideal,” I agreed with en-
thusiasm. ¢ What about Deauville? ”
« Now, isn’t that strange? " she cried.
“That’s the very place where Tom's
booking rooms for us next month—at
the Hotel Splendiferous. So I hope at
any rate we shan’t have too terribly
dull & time.” ’
I thought it likely. LR P.

LIVE FIGTION.

[Xtis announced that Mr. WELLS'S new novel
contains amongst its characters actual living
people under their own namces.]

ONE sees here a hope of reanimating
our exhausted fiction. Let us take, for
instance, that fine old plot in which the
duke is found dead in the library.

Cuartier I.

A gay company had gathered in
the billiaxd-room of Buleaster Manor.
Genially prodding Lord Birkenhead in
the waistcoat with his cue, Mr. J. H.
Thomas said, “How s that for potting
the red, Freddy, my lad ? "

“Jimmie,” responded the noble earl,
“as a potter of the Reds you're a
wonder.”

“Your lordship’s jest,” interposed
Sir Hall Caine, “reminds me of an
interesting episode in my fortheoming
novel.”

“This is a matter of intense interest
to my friend,” said Lord Birkenhead.
“He deserves to hear it more than I

do;” and he amiably propelled the
eminent novelist into the arms of the
N.U.R. champion and lit a cigar.

Just then a footman rushed into the
room : “ His Grace is dead in the library
—stabbed in the back!”

Mademoiselle Lenglen fainted.

Lord Birkenhead lit another cigar.

« Attaboy ! " cried Walter Hagen.

«“Stabbed in the back!” said Mr.
Lloyd George. *One wonders where
Pringle is this evening.”

«Far move likely,” smiled Lady Ox-
ford, « to be the work of some miscreant
with party funds at his disposal.”

Mr. Baldwin, shaking his head slowly,
tapped out his pipe in the grate.

“]’d rather see a thousand dukes
bleeding to death,” cried Mr. Cook,
“than that one single minershoyld work
a second longer for a farthing less.”

«] am sorry that Dr. Watson is not
here,” said Sir Arthur Conan Doyle,
“but I am sure that in this emergency
my friend Joynson-Hicks will not mind
taking his place.” :

Sir William came smilingly [orward. |

Just then the dcor was again flung
open and a lady’s-maid rushed in: “ Her
Grace is dead in her boudoir—stabbed
in the back!”

Mademoiselle Lenglen fainted again. |:

Lord Birkenhead lit two cigars.

“Bully!” eried Walter Hagen.

The brilliant group ag if by one con-
sent turned to consult Lord Balfour in
this erisis.

“We must take those things as they
come,” romarked his lordship blandly.

A BIT THiCK.

[Miss Ermen Dauk has been awarded the
prize for the most perfect anklos in the United
States. Their perfeclion is atiributed to the
fact that she neither dances nor plays gunes.) |,
Phyllis, the gods who grudge mankind
Uninterrupted peace of mind
Have given you the sort of looks
That don’t oceur cxeept in books:
Eyes like the sea, a piquant nose,

A mouth that shames the budding rose,

A supple figure, round bub slim,

A more than gracious nether limb,

And, last, a pair of perfect ankles—

At least, they were, and that’s what |
rankles.

For when I see you in your rare way

Belting a snorter up the fairway,

Or banging aces down the alleys

Withboundings lighter than the ballel’s,

Or in the Charleston’s mazy throes

Contorting agile knees and toes,

“That girl,” I murmur with a sigh,

«Will have thick ankles by-and-hy ;

And she whose calves would elso have
shown

Shapely ag Cytherea’s own

Will fail to win the bouuty prize

Owing to too much exercise.” ALOOL.
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A RED-LETTER DAY.

Mr. J. H. THOMAS DEFEATS THE NO-CONFIDENCE TRICK.

[At the Weymouth Conference of the N.U.R. Mr. J. H. Trmomas, M.P., confounded the critics who demanded his resignation
by preducing a batch of letters showing that they were acting under Communist ingpiration.] .

-
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Important Parishioner (fto prospective curate), *“ LET ME SEE, MR. BOODLE, DID YOU SAY YOU WERE MARRIED? ”
Rev. Gentleman. “ NO—NOT AT ALL—I MEAN—NOTIING LIEKE IT,”

BEAUTE LIMITED.

Frauces met me in Bond Street that
afternoon and agreed to come to tea,
but said she had an appointment first.
“You may come with me, however, and
wait,” she conceded graciously and
entered a doorway.

I followed her unsuspectingly and we
were whirled up in a lift to the very
expensive doorway of a firm called
“ Beauté Limited.”

“You can wait in the ante-room,”-

smiled Frances, and as I tottered to a
chair she rapidly murmured to a girl

in white something that sounded like,

“shingle-trim,” and disappeared. I
was left praying she would not be long
and that I should be overlooked.

A stray man in a fashionable Beauty
parlour is ot overlocked. An efficient
young lady spotted me almost at once
and bore down on me.

““What can I do for you? " she said.

My face fell.

This gave me an idea. “I want my
{ace lifted, please,” I said.

She smiled. I smiled. The ice was
broken.

“In reality,” I went on, “I’'m—er
—just waiting for a young lady who is
having her neck mown or something.
I'm really not an habitué of Beauty
bars, and—-—"

An attractive damsel in white, show-
ing a lot of silk stocking, appeared
across my line of vision and passed into
a curbained doorway. I had a little diffi-
culty in collecting my thoughts again.

“My particular style of beauty,” I
resumed at length, *is rugged bub
manly, though »?

Again my attention wandered as a
second and more attractive damsel,
showing even more silk stocking, passed
across into the curtained doorway.
‘When the last flicker of ¢ Best Ladder-
less” had disappeared I found I was
being asked a question.

“Would you like to see over the
place?”

“Rather,” Ireplied swiftly. “Can we
go through that curtained doorway ?”

“No, you can’t,” she returned firmly
and led me in the opposite direction.

We arrived in a room which was
principally mirrors, scent and fancy
garters. I clutched my bowler-hat for
comfort, feeling rather like a collier in
a pantomime ballet.

Then a telephone-bell rang and my
guide left me, saying she would send
Miss Valerie to show meround. Isank
on to a gorgeous silken divan and sat
alone for a while in more than Oriental
splendour, keeping my eyes firmly fized
‘c:nbllaoxes of rouge-powder on a dressing-

able.

It soon grew upon me that my ideas
about rouge-powder had hitherto been
rather circumseribed. I had always
had a stupid impression that rouge-
powder was always red. Ifisn't. Red
is quite out of fashion. Rouge-powder
varies from pale lemon to dark orange-
brown—to suit anyone, I suppose, from
an Esquimelle to a Zuluesse. There
was even a bright blue rouge-powder,
possibly for sultry days in Malaya.

Then Miss Valerieappeared. She was
the second attractive damsel in whito.
Irose rapidly to my feet and as rapidly
subsided again. Divans are difficult
things to take off from. Miss Valerio
got me up and led me to a machine in
a corner which looked like a child’s box
of tortures. She touched buttons and
unhooked things.

*Thisis the vibro-massage machine,”
she remarked, and produced a thing like
a humming rolling-pin attached tc the
box by a cable. She lightly ran it up
and down my waistcoat area.

“Reduces fat,” she murmured, and 1
instantly began to féel as though I had
had nothing to eat for days.

* And this is stronger,” she went on,
laying hold of another cablo with a largo
silver bulb at the end, also vibrating
rapidly. She applied it o my back. It
was stronger. In fact it seemed liko
something between a concrete-bresker
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and a pneumatic rivetter. My spine
felt as though I had had two rounds of
in-fighting with DEnmPsEY.

She next took a glass-tube affair and
held me by the wrist. 1 was by now
as a child in her hands.

“This takes out wrinkles,” she ex-
plained, and ran it over my palm,
removing my line of life and half my
head line.

Finally she produced a metal cup
which jumped fiercely up and down at
an incredible speed. Saying ¢ This
removes superfluous chins,” she held it
suddenly under my only one, and the
impressionofanafternoon with DeMpsEy
became intensified.

‘When I came to she was putting the
toysaway. Icaressed my facetenderly.
That gadget certainly removed chins
all right.

Do you use these things yourself? ”
I asked boldly.

“Yes, rather,” she replied, adding as
an afterthought, “on other people.”

I can see that any woman who goes
in for beauty must be in pretty good
fighting trim.

“Now I'll show you the violet rays,”
she continued, and I was led into the
next room, a broken man.

She took a long electrie cable with a
small glass bulb on the end, turned a
switeh, and the bulb was filled with
beautiful purple light.

“This takes out skin-blemishes and
warts,” she began, thus destroying for
ever all my romantic ideas about fem-
inine beanty. She advanced the bulb
to my nose and a large violet spark
leapt out of me with a crackling sound.

“Did I do that, or you?” I asked, and
she immediately pulled another out of

‘the back of my neck.

¢ Look here—you mustn’t,” I remon-
strated feebly. It all seemed rather
familiar. Besides they were my sparks.

She took no notice but placed the
thing at my ear and there was a deafen-
ing report. Before I could recover she
had drawn an enormous one from my
forehead. I didn't even know I had
had it in me.

After that she put the bulb down and
gave me a metal stick to hold. I took
it without thinking what I was doing,
and then suddenly realised she had con-
nected the other end of it to the electric
fluid. Probably I was now in direct
communication with Lots Road Power
Station. She moved a handle and vibra-
tions began to run through me. I alter-
nated rapidly in three phases.

Then she advanced a finger and
touched my hand. Volts and things
leapt between us. I was *live.”

“One strokes the skin gently,” she
murmured, “and that drives out blem-
ishes.”

T Reynoldy

Aged Veteran (watcling slow bowler who is being treated with the uimost respec ). “0x

TO BE SIXTY AGAIN !”

She stroked my hand, producing a
prickly sensation.

It was at that moment, of course,
that Frances chose to reappear. She
just looked at Miss Valerie and there
was more electricity in her glance than
there was in all of me.

Then she came up and was about to
say something, but unfortunately she
touched me. There was a loud crack-
ling sound ; ampéres and ohms and volts
were all about us, and for a moment we
were both outlined in blue fire.

Francessaid shehad forgotten another
engagement and wouldn’t come to tea
after all. I don’t think women realise
how interested a man is in anything
scientific.

We parted coldly, and I raised my
bowler-hat at her with a last blue
spark. ALA.

“No, I can’t think of nothing in favour of
the excuse-me dance,”—Provincial Paper.

Nor can't we about the objector's
grammar., —

¢« Tt is interesting to note the colleges which
have provided the rival 'Varsities with their
cricket Blues. Oxford have relied chiefly on
Winchester, from whom they have had 78 up
to the present time. Hton comes next with 68,
and Harrow third with 48.

At Cambridge Eton head the list with 83
Blues. Harrow are second with 54, and Rugby
third with twenty less.”—Evening Paper.

Harrow College and Rugby College
must buck up.
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ROYAL AIR FORCE DISPLAY.

Hendon Aerodrome.

No. 99 Bombing Squadron was about
to pass No. 58. But then, of course, it
was riding on Handley Page Hydera-
bads, and you know what that means. It
was terribly fast. The excitement was
intense; every moment I felt cqrt-am
that a stout sanguine-complexioned
man next to mewould have an apoplexy.
Our hands were clenched, our glasses
glued to our eyes. We thought of the
money we had on No. 99 and held our

But undoubtedly the non - technical
spectator, except toramatter of Personal
acquaintance here and there with some
bird of prey or waterfowl, is left slightly
ataloss. What, poorfellow, canhe do?
One can barrack effectively a stone-
waller, but not a man of whose bank-
ing or stalling one slightly disap-
proves. One can cheer a greab hitter,
but notaman whois spinning head-over-
heels in the air or twisting round and
round like an artificial minnow in an
ethereal pool. ‘“Aerobatics” they call
this business in the programme, and if

breath. We could scarcely refrain from
making encouraging motions with
our hands, from shouting, from
waving the favourite on with our
hats and sticks.

« Will it pass No. 582 Itwilll
Itis! It has!” we say. ¢ Hurroo!”
We begin to breathe again,

Looking back at that para-
graph, I ieel that I have misled
you & little. We were at Hendon
Aerodrome, and No. 99 Bombing
Squadron was, I fancy, at Farn-
borough. If it wasn’t at Farn-
borough it was somewhere else
in the weather report. It was
the loud-speaker which gave us
the news and kept us posted asto
the competitors’ positions in the
race, which lasted a matter of six-
and-a-balf hours.

The handicap of No. 99 fquad-
ron was not weight. This method
is never employed, I believe, to
level the speed of racing aero-
planes. No. 99 merely started
last. While they dashed lightly
round the southern parts of the -7

2
-

-

would be hard to think of a better word.

A
'

himself to this disability of the ground-
ling and, however humiliating it might
appear, adopted a sensible supine pose.
It would have disadvantages of course.

“Did you see him do that, dear?”

«No, I’'m afraid I missed that bit.
A gentleman was just treading on the
upper part of my face.”

Perhaps some kind of super deck-
chair could be invented which, unfolded,
would give the correct angle for watch-
ing aerial manceuvres with comfort and
ease. As it was, most of the spectators
at Hendon, and there were a hundred
thousand of them, I believe (when I
was trying to get a little lemonade
at the bar I thought there were a
million), relied chiefly on shoot-
ing-sticks or the unaided rubber
neck.

One could, however, with a
little tactful persuasion, examine
the animals in the paddock before
they took the skies. Myself, 1
was most fascinated by a thing
called aNight Bomber and Coastal
Torpedo Land Plane, which had
two Rolls-Royce Condor Three
engines, and there'sluxuryforyou.
Not content with the handy little
equipmentit carriedfor destroying
anything on earth and sea, it was
fitted with a cosy armehair under-
neath, which, as the mechanic
pointed out to me, had its back
turned to the way the engine was
going. This device protected the
passenger from the very consider-
able draught which I believe an
aeroplane makes when travelling
at a hundred-and-fifty to two hun-
dred miles an hour, or whatever

English skies we, the spectators, , " "' ™\ Vo L - it may be.

watched them by faith alone. Wi S S, T --=x_  “Very jolly indecd,” I said to
It must indeed have occurred to 1/ 6// i H“ Y \\\\\ - ﬂ*:\\:'\ him, ¢ but I always like to travel

everybody that the arb of flying [k \f 1 1M NSNS facing, myselt”

during the past twenty years or g N T TN He pointed out, however, thal

50 has enormously outstripped the
art of watching. Thereis no kind
of display, I suppose, in which
the spectator is placed in quite so
humble, not to say so grovelling, an
abtitude. He may dress in his best and
go proudly forth, his field-glasses slung
behind him, escorting a lovely vision in
semi-diaphanous attire. Once there,
however, he is a mere land-grub inspect-
ing the evolutions of butterflies,
Perhaps in defererce to the business-
like methods and deadly possibilities of
the Royal Air Force I ought not to say
butterflies, and their own fancy names,
both for aircraft and engine, traverse a
far wider field of zoology. Falcons and
Condors and Jaguars they call their
engines, and the pet-names of their
machines are Siskin and Woodeock and
Gamecock and Flycatcher and Grebe

THE

and Sprat and Hornbill and Boarhound.

THE R.A.F. AT HENDON.

“PADDOCK ” RAILS IS THE PLACE TO KEEP COOL.

They are far beyond the reach of
applause or hoots and groans. They
rigse with the utmost ease and in excellent
formation, but before one can register
one'sadmirationat Hendon theyare half-
way to Southampton, merely dropping a
wireless word or two as to their where-
abouts. One cannot even press round
them and pat them admiringly on their
reburn, as they taxi to thehangar. Even
those who occupy themselves with stunts
close at hand, instead of in the distant
shires, are not to be gazed at for long
without a crick in the back of the neck
and something of the samekind of fatigue
that comes of looking at pictures which
have been badly skied. There is little
doubt that the truly philosophical spec-
tator at Hendon would have reconciled

the passenger in this case had to
protect the tail of the cralt with
a machine-gun fastened in [ront of
his chair; and I agreed that, that being
g0, it might be necessary to sacrifice
mere sybaritic ease to utilitarian ends.

Pterodactyl, a kind of sawn-off moth,
designed for aero-dynamic research, had
also a good many admirers in the pad-
dock, and so had Autogyro, with a kind
of twiddly thing at the top, like a child’s
toy, which enables it o come down ver-
tically on a lawn-tennis lawn, though
not of course without interfering with
the game.

When all these new and experimental
types were buzzing round at once in
the aerodrome, the gleam of upturned
faces—for it was a very, very hot day—
must have heen a wonderfully brilliant
spectacle from the air. Pterodactyl

was ridden with magnificent skill.
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THE COUPLE WHO WERE DETERMINED TO MISS NOTHING DURING THE LUNCHEON INTERVAL.

THE R.A.F. AT HENDON.

I also saw a demonstration of low
bombingatamoving target—in thiscase
a dummy tank—carried out by a Fighter
Squadron. But I am a bit blasé about
the low bombing of moving targets by
aeroplane, as seen from outside the ring.
I know that to get the real thrill one has
to be part of the moving target oneself,
and that it is the prone, and not the
supine position, which then becomes
popular amongst all ranks.

In conclusion I must lay particular
stress on the efficiency of aeroplane
propellers as ventilating fans, even on
the very hottest and stuffiest summer
days. There is norestaurantin London
that has an apparatus capable of cooling
the land-lubber’'s heated brow so effici-
ently as a Military Bomber buzzing off
from the ground. Oh, yes, and yet one
other thing. Towards the end of the
afternoon a squadron of genuine birds
got up and attempted to give an exact
imitation of a flight of army planes as
thus :—

I thought they made a wretched busi-
nesg, of if. Evos.

A RESTAURANT TRAGEDY.

I uBT @ man who told me this,
A story of frustrated bliss.

“From my first youth, which now is far,
I have been fond of caviare;

And all my soul sits up and begs
At the mere sight of plovers’ eggs.

Either of these, no matter which,
Exalts me to the highest pitch;

While the great joy I've longed to know
Is, both at one historie go.

But that, though it would be supreme,
Was but a wild and wondrous dream :

Like writing something grave and deep,
Or winning the Caleutta sweep.

Last night unthinking out I went
On pleasure and on dining bent,

Not hoping much, though, truth to tell,
My host was one who does you well.

And there upon the menu, there
At last I saw the glorious pair;

Bach shining on me like & star,
Both plovers’ eggs and caviare.

Then to my soul I said, * My lad,

Make merry, for the world is glad.

This is your hour, for by my troth
At last we have not one, but hoth ;

And, as so grand a chance is not
Apt to recur, we’ll take a lot.’

I raised the menu up to gloat;
What sudden horror through me
smote ?

What was it chilled me to the core ?
One tiny word, the mean word ‘or’;

‘Or’ plovers’ eggs; Idon’t know when
I felt so sick as I did then.

I know I neither moved nor spoke
For quite a time till I awoke,

To think that, though one felt upset,
Something remained to punish yet ;

And found, too late, that everyone
Was tucking in and I had nons.”

That is the way his story ran ;
T wot he was a greedy man.
Dun-Dum.

* Our Bulawayo correspondent wires that a
campaign against unlicensed dogs in the
Municipal Location has resulted in the de-
struction this year of 150 impounded and un-
claimed native ownors.”—South African Paper.

A drastic method, but it ought to be
effective.
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RHYMES OF MY GARDEN.
TEE STRAWBERRY.

THE strawberry’s a stately plant,
Deny it if you can. You can’t.
Well may its leaves be proudly set
Upon the ducal coronet,
An honour which beyond dispute
Belongs to England’s foremost fruit;
No other berry eould support
So great a dignity at Court.
The goose, the logan and the cran
Intrigue, perchance, the common man;
The mul, the dew, the bil, the whortle
May serve your ordinary mortal;
But, frankly, they would ill adorn
The temples of the nobly born.

Myself I aim to cultivate

My strawberries in fitting state,

To tend them with respectful awe

And give them heaps and heaps of straw,
Sprinkling them briskly day by day
With dope to scare foul slugs away.
Stout nets arestretched on rows of sticks
To guard them from the thievish tricks
Of wanton birds whose fastes incline
Most strongly to resemble mine.

And then, when summer days are hot

(They sometimes are, though sometimes
not),

My steps persistently are led

To that alluring leafy bed

Where in profusion well I know

Prime strawberries superbly grow,

Shapely and plump, a gracious sight

To tempt the jaded appetite.

My eyes aglow with hearty greed

I contemplate the luscious feed,

Then slowly sink towards the ground,

Making a gentle purring sound.

AT THE DENTIST'S.

I xxEw he would hurt me—hurt me
horribly. The coward! Me totally with-
out means of self-defence, he armed—
armed to the teeth, may I say ? No, I
do not think I may say that. Pretend
that I did not, please. For it is of a
dentist that I speak.

I'sat there in his waiting-room, know-
ing, as I say, that he would hurt me
horribly. And all I had to distract me
was a last November's Switch and s
young lady who was sitting as far from
me ag possible and evincing the liveliest
interest in a last October’s Prattler. I
thought she was prefity, but the light
Evas not very good. And that sort of

at . ..

I dropped The Switch and she looked
up quickly. Yes, distinctly pretty. She
looked down again. I thought of the
pain I was going to suffer. And then
suddenly of the pain this poor girl was
going to suffer too. Which shows how
pretty she must really have been.

I moved restlessly. Almost I could
hear that horrible drill whirring. It

was unbearable. I must speak to her

or scream.

“Would you like this Switch?” I
asked. She thanked me prettily.

I never saw anyone more composed.
It was really wonderful. It gave me
courage. But it would give me more
courage if I could lure her into con-
versation.

¢ Qr there is a Black and Gold Maga-
zine here of 1924, 1 said. “A particu-
larly fine vintage, I believe.”

She smiled and I hurried on.

“These papers in dentists’ waiting-
rooms are all supplied by one company,
you know—the Dentists’ Amalgamated
Magazine and Newspaper Society,
Limited. It is a very large concern.
The shares are known on the Stock
Exchange as ‘Damns,” the initials of
the company. They have vaults where
they store the papers in a warm dry
atmosphere till they are thoroughly
matured. When they are issued, or
rather released, they are most carefully
censored. They take out all those which
contain foolish jokes about dentists.”

“Ah!” she said. An “Ah!” may be
more eloquent than many after-dinner
speeches. Then, “ How do you know
all this? " she asked.

Deception seemed singularly out of
place with her; she had such frank eyes.

“Well, as a matter of fact I don’t
know it,” I said. “I made it up so as
to get into conversation with you.”

She gave a low laugh. “I thought
perhaps you had,” she said.

«It was a good idea, wasn't i6? But
afterall,” I went on, “we have a mutual
friend, have we not ? "

“Have we? Who is that?”

¢« Mr. MacCorcoran, the dentist.”

“Qf course. He’s a dear, isn’t he ?”

Oh, happy MacCorcoran! An insane
longing to be called a dear by her surged
through me. Then indeed I should for-
get my apprehensions.

“I don’t know that I should have
called MacCorcoran a dear exactly,” I
said. :

“He never hurts you it he can pos-
sibly help it.”

“Then he never can help it with me.
I say, you're awfully brave.”

“Me?” How much more charming
this sounded than the more correct; «I.”
“Why do you think g0 ?”

“You don’t seem a bit nervous, and
it’s pretty trying waiting to go into
the torture-chamber.”

She considered, her head on one side.

“You’re not very nervous yourself,”
she said.

“Iam. I'm in the devil of a—that
is, no end of a funk.”

“You haven’t shown it up to now.”

“ Nor you, which is much more won-
derful, you being a girl.”

«I don’t know about that.”

“Well, perhaps not,” I admitted.
“But I admire bravery awfully, not
being very brave myself. If you hadn't
been here I believe I should have crept
quietly away and gone home. But I
thought with your example I couldn’t,
seeing you sitting there calmly study-
ing the portraits of the people at last
year's shooting-parties, reading from
left to right. And when you began to
talk to me——""

“I haven’t talked much, have 1?”
she said.

I admitted that I had probably done
most of the talking.

“But you talk now,” I suggested.

She thought a minute. “The only
subject I can think of is our mutual
friend, Mr., MacCorcoran,” she said.
“He has some wonderful instruments,
hasn't he? That little thing of his that
bores into your very soul—"

“Don’t!” Ieried. I can’t stand it.
My nerves aren’t like yours, you know.”

“Nerves? Ah, when by accident he
penetrates to a nerve——"

“I say, do talk of something else.”

“Ifyoureally. . .. Butwhat shall
I talk about ?

«Tell me about yourself.”

“That is a rather large order. I
don’t know that much amusement could
be extracted——"

“Not that word, please,” I said.

“Sorry. That you would get much
amusement from my life-story.”

“Tell me of some of the other brave
things you have done. There are heaps
of them, no doubt.” .

She gave a little laugh. Had she
not been so attractive I should perhaps
have said ¢ giggle,” but with ber it was
certainly laughter.

“I can’t remember ever doing any-
thing particularly brave,” she said.

“Till now,” I said reverently.

And then the door O{Jened and a girl
singularly like her, but less pretty, came
into the room.

“ Here’s my sister,” she said. Then
to the sister, “Did he hurt youmuch ? "

“Not much,” was the answer. “1’'m
sorry to have kept you so long. Was
it awfully boring waiting ? "

“Not at all.”

I should have been entranced at this
compliment, but what was this they
were saying ?

“Burely,” I stammercd—* surely—
aren’t you—going into the torbure-
chamber yourself at all ?”

“Oh, no. I was only here with my
sister. Good-bye. Thank you for your
interesting conversation.”

They were gone. I stood gazing
after them, stupefied. The hall door
slammed. I sank back into a chair and
buried ry head in my hands,




Juny 14, 1926.]

PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL

37

The Lady. “ WHAT WOULD YOUR MOTHER THINK IF SHE SAW YOU SMOKING?
The Boy. “ WHAT WOULD YOUR HUSBAND THINK IF HE SAW YOU SPHAKING TO A STRANGE MAN?"

WHITE HATS.

THERE are white hats gleaming on the Brighton Road,
There are pole-chains ringing over Richmond Hill,
There’s a high coach running with a trim top-load
And a stout team pulling with a will ;
You can hear the chink of harness and the whispering of bars
And the cheery rhythmic hammer of the hoofs,
Where an artist swings his leaders through the raffle of
the cars
And a coach-horn echoes in the roofs.
Sunlight streaming and the white hats gleaming,
And the cock-horse ready for the climb ;
A few brave gentlemen putting back the clock,
4 few gallant gentlemen bent on making mock -

Of the grim old tyrant, Time.

The terret-rings are shining where the reins run through ;
The coats are like a mirror on the chestnuts and the
grey—
Leaders stepping daintily and wheelers stepping true,
And a light hand letting them away;
Children in the villages that gather round to cheer,
Women in the doorways at the coach-horn’s call,
Dust above the roller-bolt and foam flying clear,
And the white hats gleaming over all.
Grey dust drifting and the lead-bars lufting
As the tall coach carries down the street ;
4 few brave gentlemen who nurse an ancient pride,
4 few gallant genilemen who will not be denied,
And an artist on the high box-seat. W.II.O.
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THE “WORKERS.”

Being the Presidential Address delvvered
by Miss Alice Egg at the Annual
Rally of the Amalgamated Society of
Actresses and So Forth, held at
Brighton.
¢« CoMRADES,” said the President, «“if

is the custom at other Trade Union

gatherings of this kind for a person
previously unknown to the public to
snateh a day’s delirious publicity from
the accident of his office by the de-

livery of some well-prepared abuse
against all such other persons as hold

had never had the least intention of
sitting in that seat. Bub, not content
with his material triumph, the democrat
said aggressively, ‘I suppose you think
I ought to give up this seat to you?’
“1 replied, ‘I hadn’t thought any-
thing about it.’

«He said loudly,  Well, I'va just
finished my day’s work,” and he rolled
an imperial eye round the crowded car
as if the rest of us had spent the day
playing marbles.

«cOh!’ I said mildly. *«Well, I'm

just half-way through mine,’ for it was
a matinde day.

work 2 From your clothes I take you
to be in the building trade, and I have
seen your industrious brothers at work
—their ears attentively cocked for the
stroke of noon or the afternoon hour of
closure, their mouths busily denouncing
the people who pay them, and their
eyes laboriously counting the bricks
for fear they should lay too many.

«¢ And while we are on this subject,
Comrade, let us get rid of the idea that
there is any particular value in the work
that you do. Your precious leaders, by
calling youthe“ proletariat” and feeding
you on long words of Latin origin,

opinions different from his own.
Hitherto the Presidents of our
Society have resisted this temp-
tation. But something that hap-
pened to me yesterday has com-
pelled me, Comrades, on this
occagion, to speak out as others
do, but with perhaps a better
tigle. For I am still, as you
know, a working and zealous
member of my profession, while
the Presidents of other Societies
have generally arrived at that
position by virtue of the fact
that some twenty years ago they
worked with their hands for a
few years, after which by sheer
lung-power they raised them-
selves to some secretarial post,
and have never since played any
part in the practical operations
of their trade except to disturb
it, to hinder it and, whenever
possible, to bring it to a stand-
still.

“Now, yesterday, Comrades,
I was travelling to the evening
performance of ‘Say When!’
(which, by the way, you all
should see, particularly perhaps
the Second Act, in which I have
my moment)—I was travelling,
I say, to the theatre by that
plebeian stretch of the Under-
ground Railway which ecircles
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“ WrAT woN THE 8.30, MarTE?”
“ BLoweD 1F I RNOW.”
“Brop1riNo? MusT BE ONE 0’ TuEM DAGO 'ORSES.”

have succeeded in persuading
you that you are much more im-
porfant than you are.
have even persuaded you that,
as amanual labourer, you are the
“creator of wealth.” The cre-
ator! Hal that’s very funny.
My dear but offensive brother,
you have never created any-
thinginyourlife—and younever
will.  For, pardon my saying
8o, it is impossible to create in
the absence of a brain. No, no,
let us have a little less of this
canting tosh about the dignity
of manual labour, Comrade.
What you do has its own little
importance, of course, but the
plain truth is that you do it be-
cause you are not fit to do any-
thing else. To-morrow, Com-
rade, as you lay your ration of
bricks, instead of
“What a fine fellow I am!”
think rather, “ What a fine [el-
low is the architect who could
plan a house on paper!” or,
“ Would that I had a brain that
could organise the building of a
house!” I seem to see trembling
upon your lips, Comrade—or
no, it sticks out all over you—
the observation, ¢“T am as good
as you are,” and I hasten toreply
that you are nothing of the sort.

the North - West of London.
The train was crowded and stuffy,
and at every station a number of
manual workers entersd the car in
an acute condition of class-conscious-
ness. And many of them, as usual
upon that line, by various little actions
and loud asides, took care to advertise
to the rest of us that during the day
they had positively been working with
their hands. I stood under my strap
as usual and fook little notice. At
Latimer Road a seat became vacant
and I moved modestly towards it. But
as I approached the seat a burly
democrat in corduroys gave me a buffet
in the back and, thrusting past me, sat
down heavily. Choosing the part of

dignity, I looked away as though I

¢“¢Oh,’ he said, with a look not wholly
chivalrous, ‘ this time of night ! Iknow
your sort of work.”

¢« It may not easily be believed, even
in the year of Grace 1926 and the Con-
sulate of Coox, but this conversation
did in fact take place. Having no male
escort I made no furbher remarks at the
time, but I take this Presidential oppor-
tunity to reply to the democrat, ag it
would not have been lady-like for me
to reply on the spot.

"¢« Comrade,” I would otherwise have
said to him—¢ class-conscious, dunder-
headed, deluded brother, you are & vile
snob.  And further it is my suspicion
that you are a parasite. But, whatever

you are, how dare you talk to me of

Again, it is no fault of yours
or credit of mine, but you are not as
good as I am in mind or in body: your
manners are disgusting, your work is
not so valuable, and you cannot even
do that without shouting about it. The
one thing you have that I have not is
your silly “wolidarity,” and that, alter
all, is the distinctive habit of a flock of
sheep.

“¢Your solidarity, Comrade, means
that, if one man makes a fool of him-
gelf, a million other men, from the
best of motives, will surrender what
intelligence they have and do the same.
But in my profession, Comrade, we
have shown, and recently, a more ad-
mirable form of solidarity. Your fatu-
ous general strike, Comrade, whatever

They |

thinking, ‘
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Husband (to listening-in Wife). “WHAT’S THE MATTER, DEAR? IS IT BAD NEWS OR STRAVINSEY?"

else it failed to do, struck a mortal blow
at many a theatre. And in many cases
in the first week, a week in which our
audiences were counted by tens instead
of hundreds (since you, or your hooligan
friends, were providing for nothing a
more thrilling entertainment outside),
the management would call us together
and ask us toface the facts. They were
anxious, for everyone’s sake, to keep
going. But, with expenses in hundreds,
receipts in ones—hundreds lost at every
performance—it couldn’t be doue. Still
they would struggle on a little, at a sacri-
fice,if the company and staff would help.
Would they (except thelowest paid) take
half-salaries till profitsreturned—if they
ever did? Authors and composers had
already agreed.

“*And we, Comrade, agreed instantly.
No murmurings and suspicions, no
committee meetings, bluffing or bar-
gaining. We knew the facts, we knew
the request was reasonable, even gener-
ous, and, not being led by the nose by
your comic Cooxsorridiculous DoBBIES,
we were not ashamed to say so. For
in our profession, Comrade, we have
learned by hard experience that a little
is better than nothing.

‘“*But here, you see, Comrade, is a
little miniature of all industry—Capital
and Brains, the craftsman, tho manager,

the manual labourer, author and eall-
boy, stage-hand and star, every grade
of %uman activity, ready not merely to
work together but to make sacrifices
sogether, if only somehow they can keep
their common enterprise alive till the
good times come again. We know that
we are in the same boat, and we act
accordingly ; and one thing we do not
do is to rush violently in a body to the
same side of the boat, and as she over-
turns congratulate ourselves upon our
solidarity. And is there not here, O
Corarade, O Chump, O much-befuddled
Democrat, a lesson for the Coal Trade,
and everybody in it ? For everybody in
it, but not least, I think, for your comic
Mr. Coox ?

“‘As for you, Comrade, and your
blather about “work,” if you had towork
for a_week under our conditions you
would bleat like a lamb for the rest of
yourdays. Wehave no Unemployment
Pay, no Free Education, no State Pen-
sions, and no Poor Law allowance, and
not much of a standard of living. All
we have is the most overcrowded and
the most uncertain trade in the world.
Noone encourages s to havechildren or
looks after them if we do. I would like
to see you, Comrade, a member of a
Repertory Company—rehearsing the
next week’s play from eleven till five,

and acting this week’s from eight ill
eleven, week after week, a fifty-hour
week, at three or {Sur pounds a week.
I would like to see you rehearsing for
nothing for three or four weeks, rehears-
ing a play that may fail and finish in a
fortnight, or, ifit succeeds, be killed stone-
dead by one of your sickening strikes.

“«Wehave no dole, Comrade, and not
one spoon is held out to feed us; we
have no subsidies or guaranteed audi-
ences. And when we are at work,
Comrade, we have to take orders and
do things that we don't wholly enjoy;
amazing as it may appear, Comrade,
we are not allowed to “control” our
industry; we have constantly to admit
that our manager knows best, and quite
infrequently is the call-boy allowed to
interfere with the finarces. What is
even more surprising, he very seldom
tries. Work! you blockhead. How
dare you talk to me about work?

“* And now, perhaps, you will have
the decency to offer me your seat. Not
that I shall take it—you have probably
been talking about work all day, and
I’m sure you are tired.’” A.D.H.

Our Generous Climate.

- “Mr. — kindly hauled tables and goods
back from —— at a moment’s notice when
rain came on free of charge.”

- Parish Magazine.




[Jury 14, 1926.

40 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL
H/f' e P g et |

I 2= | ] | 2
| !..)u,». 22 j T ;
i g N\ | ‘
e “ 2 e\ | xal
Z i | (( '/,‘ ! A [|| '

4 ide N\l
| 2 4
5 ‘ l‘ it i / ‘“;,

b ”H/,, - L0

7
l\ ) (i wf"/ //‘1
b7 g

/

D)

G

7

4

Costumier, “ NOW THAT IS A GOWN WHICH WOULD VERY SOON ADAPT ITSELF TO MODDOM’S§—TR—DISPOSITION.”

DIARY OF A MONDAINE.
Mayfair Mansions.

HosTrsses have been flogging their
poor brains to think of something new
that will attract the young non-stop
set to their parties. The girls as well
as the boys are saying now that private
parties aren't worth while and are “too
d——d slow for words.” So, when
Grace Chadborough was giving a big
dance, she didn’t ask any of the League
of Jolly Juveniles, and let it be known
that she particularly desived their
absence. The ruse was successful. They
turned up in force, and not only made
things hum but roar. Grace hadn't
counted on quite such hectic doings.
They eschewed the ballroom, danced
up and down the stairs and in the
street, going quite long distances, and
jazzing not only with each other but
with passers-by, knocking at people’s
doors and inviting them to the Chad-
boroughs’, and finally some of them in
a high state of delight were brought
back to Chadborough House by police-
men.

Instead of the early-morning bacon-

and-eggs and kippers that everyone’s
getiting tired of, Grace's new idea was a
row of real Bast-End stalls, with funny
little saucers full of cockles and winkles
and so on, with vinegar and pepper, and
a real genuine coster at each stall, pearl
buttons and all. They were absolute
dears, and showed us quite charmingly
how fo manage the little saucers and
put on the vinegar and pepper. Pixie
Dashmore was so pleased with the best-
looking of them that she asked him to
dance, and he taught her the White-
chapel Walk and the New Cut Breather,
She said afterwards that he was “the
nicest thing she’d struck for a century,”
and quite gloried in his having told her
she was “a bit of all right " and that
he’d « jolly well like to take her on ag
his donah.”

April Manceuvrer's wedding to Loppy
Sideshirewas quite a conventional affair,
the only bright patch being the speech
Rosebud Rushington-Foljambe made at
the weddingfeed. “Courseweallknow,”
shesaid, “that toasts and things are jolly
well out at a binge of this kind. But

m\} position here to-day is peculiar, for,
il I hadn't scooted off from Loppy the

daybefore we wereto bemarried, there'd
have been no wedding to-day. And so,
dear hearts, it’s rather particularly up
to me to raise my glass and to ask you
all to raise yours to Loppy and April.
I won't say,  May they live happy ever
after!’ for that sort of bilge is out of
print and things are bound to go wonky
sooner or later. DBut I wish them a
jolly good blazing lil old time and lots
of et cetera. Upstanding and with all
the honours. Hip, hip!—and so on.”
The rivalry between our two cham-
pion climbers, Mrs. Tinkeur-Tinkeur
and Mrs. Smith-Green-Jones, is fiercer
than ever this summer. Mrs. T.-T.
sometimes secures the ci-devant Areh-
duke Sigdolph [or her parties, but Sig-
dolph has now heen a “professional
guest "’ in London for some three years,
and Chatterton Soames says he's ““ get-
ting a bit shop-soiled.” Mrs. Smith-
Green-Jones, on the other hand, has
been able to rope in the new attraction,
the Crown Prince Tivrilirri of the Ant-
arctic Islands, an adorable creature four
feet high, with a [ace that’s a complele
novelty and any amount of charm. All
the tall statuesque women simply dote
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on him, and when he dances with one
of them his feet are a long, long way
from the ground.

Then, again, Mrs. Smith-Green-Jones
tried to hire the Tower of London for a
garden party and thé dansant. Not to
be outdone, Mrs. T.-T., who wants her
daughter's approaching marriage to be
in Westminster Abbey, has asked the
authorities if the Abbey may be closed
to the public for a week beforehand in
order to rehearse the wedding! Miss
Tinkeur-Tinkeur’s prétendu is a nephew
of Doddington, the big shipping man,
and doesn’t seem to have any name of
hisown. TheT.-T.{amily always men-
tion him as ““a nephew of Sir Henry
Doddington.” Chatty Soames says he
supposes the dear Dean, in marrying
them, will have to say, ¢ Nephew of Sir
Henry Doddington, wilt thou have this
woman ?” and that the papers, after
describing the wedding, willadd, ¢ Later,
the Nephew and Niece of Sir Henry
Doddington left for ——.”

Limpingis a good deal done just now,
and one arm in a slingis liked. Inthe
Park the other Sunday there were ever
and ever so many people qui clochaient
and had one arm and sometimes both
out of action; and those who gazed
upon them murmured, “ The Borstal.”
4 propos, a rather new note was struck
at the Basthamptons’ party lately.
When the Borstal was going to be
danced alittlegroup of nurses in uniform
and two surgeons in white overalls took
up their position in the ballroom. Things
didn’t quite click, however, for both the
surgeons were asked to dance and all
the nurses, and when my poor dear old
friend, Tots Uppingham, got hurt (a
Borstal sprain and some really bad
Borstal bruises) there was no one to see
to her.

‘Went last night to the Trivial Theatre
to see Dorothy Darlington in What 's It
All About ¢ During the Second ActI’d
quite a little thrill, and couldn't help
saying aloud, *“ Now we know!”

“Forgive me for asking you,Madam,”
said the man sitting next me in the
stalls, “what you can possibly have
learnt from this play that you didn's
know before—a play equally negligible
in plot, character and dialogue ? ”

“My dear man,” I said, “don't you
see what Dorothy Darlington is carry-
ing?”

Quoth he, ** Something thatlooks like
a green flattened coal-scuttle.”

“Qh, but you can’t help it. You're
only aman. That’s absolutely the new
handbag! And, as you see, it matches
her heels, her earrings, and her silk wig.
We 've all been on tiptoes to know whatb
is 7eally the new handbag. Now we
know. Didn’t you note the thrill thab
went through the house? ”

Barber. “ AND SHALL I TRIM THE LITTLE SIDE-PIECES, SIR?”
Canny Customer. * WOULD THAT BE INCLUDED IN THE HAIR-CUT, OR WOULD YE
CHAIRGE ME FOR A BEARD-TRIM ?”

Inthe Third Act there 's another little
gasp. Thesceneisa dance, and Dorothy
Darlington shows a delicious model of
the hankie-to-match-the-frock style. A
man comes up to her and says, “1 found
this in the supper-room, Luscious One.
Is it your hankie or your frock?”
Dorothy looks herself over and answers,
«Blowed if I know! But thanks hor-
ribly.” The house simply rose at this
incident, and I remarked to my neigh-
bour, “ Won’t you give a hand even to

that 27

He said he wouldn’t.

# Mon cher,” I told him, “*you 're too
young and good-looking for such an
attitude of mind. Your dinner has.
disagreed with you. Havea peptaloid;”
and I took one from the back of my
pendant and put it in his band.

«T°1 take it,” he said, “ but I won’t
take it. 1’1l keep it to remind me of a
kind-hearted lady who wears medicinal
jewellery and has no sense of dramatic
values.” .

Rather a dear thing.
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ETON v. HARROW: THE MAN OF THE

{ 4 ]
Fil Lemedhs

PALER

MOMENT.

THE COURT.

Lalage went in golden lace,
And Daphne in crépe de chine;
Marion went with a rose-pink face,
And Angela saw the QUEEN.

Cherry arrived, and oyster too,
And amber and cendré rose,

Diamanté and pervenche blue,
And a certain amount of hose.

Cicely’s gown was pink romaine,
Or else it was mauve; and Ann
Was followed about by a silver train,

And Joan had an ostrich fan.

Taffeta came and white georgette
And silver and gold brocade,

And here and there was a marquisette
And here and there was a jade.

Apricot bowed, and moonlight bowed,
And ivory curtsied low;

Mother-of-pearl was lost in the erowd
Where the broidered roses grow.

Jean had a lamé underdress
‘When she drove to the Palace gate;
But Marjorie’s didn’t geti into the Press
Because it was sent too late.

The dawn was there and the sunset
came
And the sea in a purple mist,

And the pheenix flew like a feathered
flame
Through opal and amethyst.

And a notice came to the cyclamen,
And the orchids had to come;

And the water-lily went home at ten
With the blue delphinium.

Diamond, sequin, erystal, pearl,
Feathers on shingled hair—

Cynthia is such a lovely girl,
And look at that chiffon there!

Lalage walked with perfect grace,
And Daphne in almond green ;
Marion went with a rose-pink face,
And Angela saw the QUEBN.

—_ Evosz,

MORE HOLIDAY HINTS.

Iris very annoying to find everything
covered with dust on your return. A
good way to obviate this, at any rate
on the ground-floor, is to leave the bath-
tali running.

t is extraordinary how many kind-
hearted and well-meaning people leave
the aspidistra to shift for itself while
they are away. Thoughtlessness rather
than cruelty is responsible for the fate
of the thousands that wilt on their
bamboo-stands while their owners, for-

getting all about them, listen to the
Pierrots on some distant strand. It
cannot be too generally known that an
aspidistra will live for some time with-
out actual water il a loud-speaker is
installed and left on in the vicinity of
the plant so that encouragement may
be derived from the weather forecasts.
No one who has heard the pitiful bleat-
ing of an abandoned aspidistra will
grudge the trifling outlay involved.

Moths lay eggs during the summer
season and require a convenient pierd
d. terre for this operation. A winter
overcoat, a neck-fur or one of the best
blankets should be left out, and nothing
more need then be done for their com-
fort.

If you keep cats, dogs, monkeys or
parrots the problem is more compli-
cated, and can best be solved by your
remaining af home.

Another Sex Problem.

“Tost, a brown Cockrel Spaniol (lady) dog.
Indian Paper.

“Thestimulating action of a mustard plaster
on the skin is well known. Preeisely the same
effoct, in a minor degree, is produced in mouth
and stomach when it is eaten.”—Daily Paper.

This we rarely do.
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SERVICE AS USUAL.

Ture Cow. “HI! I SAY! YOU CAN'T IGNORE ME!"”
Tae Trawv. “OH, CAN'T I?” (Does.)

[The Railway Companies announce a return to normal services within a few days ]
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summer abode in the sanctuary, “ap-|better than abate the West Ham
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. parently on the advice of their pa?;entsl.)” Guardians. Hostility to the Boards of
Monday, July 6th.~The Coal Mines| Itisa long Lang that has no reburn- | Guardians (Default) Bill, as expressed
Bill, removed from the frenetic arena of ing. The House learned that the Liaxe by Mr. WaesTLEY and Mr. Ramsay
the Commons to therarefied atmosphere | pictures are to remain the property of | MacDoxarp,sounded rather half-hearted.
of the Upper Chamber, The LespER OF THE OpP-
became a dull business. POSITION, indeed, rather
Peers expressed the view = naively suggested that a
that a longer working Government with what
day was the best solution one might call the West
from the miners’ point of Ham mind could use the

view. Notlongago Lord Bill to coerce responsible
HALDANE held the same Guardians into giving

opinion, but now he de- relief on West Ham
clared thattheeight-hour lines. The Second Read-
day commended itself . ing passed by a big ma-
only o the coal-owners, //f 7 jority.
to whom the Govern- ,ﬂf E/“N NI Then the House pro-
ment, in the teeth of the /:/J/W’o/'h/,,//q %), /=" ceeded to consider the
Coal Commission’s ad- ‘7/,",&&"14[”-‘,0 [ Home SECRETARY'S mo-
vice, had ignominiously N \ tion for the continuance
surrendered. of the Emergency Regu-
““Baa, baa ! The black lations, and the Labour

man’s sheep hasn't any ‘ w e Party showed obvious
wool” was the burthen Wi} , . a3 relief at having some-
of aquestion by Mr. Hup- A, R ” Nl thing—and somebody—
soN, the Labour Member (‘\"w/(‘\, it could getits teeth into.
for’Huddersﬁeld,towhich —_ Opposition, bellicose and
the SECRETARY FOR THE “Baa-baa ! black sheep, reverberant, fastened on
Coronies replied that he What about your wool ? ” the suggestion that Sir
had received an intima- Mz, AMERY AND Mrn. Hubsow. W. Joynson-Hicks was
tion to that effect from preparing, or at least

the Agricultural Director of Kenya. The | the National Gallery, but will be lent to | threatening, to arrest Mr. Cook, and so
House gathered that underthe direction | Dublin as soon as the law permits (in | pleased were the Labour back-benchers
of Mr. Bo-Peep Amery the Kenya|1930), whether or not a special gallery | with the notion that they stayed out

“woolly” would soon come home|is built for them of bed until nearly 5 A.m. in order to
bringing a tail of unparalleled fleeci- “ By Dublin’s fair Liffey describe Mr. Coox as the “greatest
ness behind him. Where the waves are so whiffy.” and most trusted leader in the history

There is a case some- of Trades Unionism.”
where in the Law Reports g ’””'/ = Tuesday, July 6th.—
in which a learned judge Startling revelations are
of an older day lays it not often made in the
down that any consider- Lords, but Lord RoserT
ation, “though it were Ceom's intimation that
only a titmouse,” suffices afterthe Second Reading
to support a contract. the Government would
Titmice, or at any rate be in no hurry over the
chiff-chaffs, far from be- remaining stages of the
ing symbolic of all things Coal Mines Bill until the
small and insignificant, South Yorkshire mine-
have become in our day 7 owners improved the
tremendous trifles, as was “ profoundly unsatisfac-
made clear by an answer tory” terms offered to
to Sir W. Davison, who the men on the eight-
wanted to know if it was [ hour day basis, may be
true that the Hupson so described.

Memorial, like the song The Financs Bill was
with the ““horrible dooble considered on  report.
ong-tong, " hadfrightened Suggestions for the re-
the birds. Captain Hack- = == ;mssmt‘x of ;:.a.xa,tlonﬁlon
NG explained that, in ea, universities, raw film
spite }o? a difference of THE WESTPHALIA HAM. and other sources of re-
opinion among the birds venue again rang impot-
ag to the merits of the memorial, mostof | Mr. NEviLLE CHAMBERLAIN is estab- |ently on the CEANCELLOR OF THE Ex-
them had loyally accepted the decision | lishing a great reputation as an abater | cHEQUER's impervious rind. He deeply
of the Frrsr CommissioNER OF WORES. | of nuisances. Having sped the Smoke | sympathised, but simply had to have
The minority, including the chiff-chaff, | Abatement Bill on its clarifying course | the money, and was still getting it when
had moved to other parts of the park, | he looked about for new worlds to con- | the House adjourned at midnight. An
but some warblers had taken up their|quer and decided that he could not do|hour on the Parliamentary day does

IR
AR

ZN

Mg, NEVILLE CHAMBERLAIN,
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not mean a penny off what the tax-
payer has to pay.

Wednesday, July 7th.—The Lords
passed the Newcastle-on-Tyne Corpora-
tion Bill aftereliminatinga clausemaking
it illegal for moters to pass on the near
side of a tramcar while passengers are
getting in and out of it. The present
system of shouting ““Fore!” and aiming
at the brown will continue to play its
allotted part in the moulding of our
sturdy Northumbrians.

Having been informed by Lord GAIN-
FORD that the South and West Yorkshire
mine-owners had agreed to adhere to
the 1924 ratio of proceeds to wages, the
House of Lords passed the Coal Mines
Bill through the Committee stage with-
out further discussion. -

All the world loves a lover, but the
Passport Office goes further and helps
to make love’s young dream come true
by issuing post-dated passports to
‘ My. and Mrs.” Lover when they desire
to go honeymooning abroad. However,
that there may be no miscarriage of
felicity the precious document is en-
trusted to the officiating parson to be
handed over after the ceremony. All
this Sir AusTEN CHAMBERLAIN gravely
explained to Mr. Day, the Labour Mem-
ber for Southwark, though why he
wanted to know, unless he is thinking
of changing his name to Mr. Wedding
Day, did not appear.

Captain HacKING regretted, in reply
to Sir HarrY BrirraIN, that there were
no funds with which to erect a suitable
memorial to Sinoxy pE MoNTFORT, the
‘“ Father” of the House of Commons.
Another Member thereupon reminded
the House that Mr. Guy Fawxgzs, whose
ideas on the subject of the House of
Commons he declared to he *even
sounder ” than the great Simon’s, was
equally unhonoured.

Committee of Supply on the Supple-
mentary Civil Service Estimates drew
another outburst of indignant bellow-
ings from the Labour back-benchers,
who objected to a Supplementary Esti-
mateof three millionsfor imports of coal.
My, Jack Jongs, with the same noble
disregard for the miners’ future that
distinguishes Comrade Coox, urged the
Government to get its coal from hell.
Lieuf.-Commander KENWORTHY evi-
dently imagined they were getting it
from Hull, and waxed maudlin over
the poor Hull trawlers who were short
of coal while “another great Court,”
‘““great organised balls” and cabaret
performances and night-clubs were
going on in London. Mr. WHEATLEY
observed, & propos of rather less than
usual, that he “would find as many
gentlemen among four hundred of the
inhabitants of West Ham as among the
party opposite.”

There ensued a brief but lively debate
on The British Gazette. Captain BENN,
who has presumably been furnished by
the HoME SECRETARY with the valuable
file of The Gazette which he asked for
on his return to the House, led the
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LORD CECIL’'S QUICK CHANGE.
L—JUPITER TONANS.

A PBorr FrROM THE Brum
(TuESDAY).

IL—ST. CECILIA.
HARMONY RESTORED
(WEDNESDAY).

attack. He thought The Gazetie was
a vulgar, partisan, propaganderous
and altogether disgraceful sheet. Mr.
CrurcHILL happily replied that The
Gazette had opened its columns to Lord
Oxrorp and Viscount Grey and would
have opened them to Mr. Lnoyp GEORGE
also, but that his literary activities were
already bespoken.

Thursday, July 8th.—The words
“Hear, hear,” with which approval of
political sentiments is traditionally indi-
cated, are said to have been first used
by alady. Perhaps that is why there
has been no acecepted formula of dissent.
Parliamentary reporters are compelled
to indicate it by such terms as “noisy
interruptions” or * derisive laughter”
according as the views of the reporter
and the dissenter happen to disagree or
coincide.

The debates of the last few days have
ended all this, and we may take it that
from now on dissent will be formally
indicated by the words ‘liar, murderer,
dirty dog.” Even the Olympian serenity
of the House of Lords was disturbed
yesterday by a demonstration of the
modern preference of epithets to argu-
ment when its small but devoted band
of Socialist comrades endeavoured by a
well-sustained “ filibuster”” to hold up
the Third Reading of the Coal Mines
Bill. Lord SarisBury eventually had to
move the closure, though Lord ArNoLD
shouted thathestillhad mostconvineing
arguments to advance—he had to shout
because his comrades from the Com-
mons were bawling acrid “ asides” from
bebhind the Bar—and the Bill was
passed.

The House of Commons spent much
valuable time over the question of Mr.
Nevicre CmaMBERLAIN's directorship
of the firm of HosxiNs AND Soxs,
Livmitep. The Prime MiNisrzr ex-
plained that it was not one of the direc-
torships that by usage Ministers were
required to resign, and Mr. CaaMBER-
LAIN explained that his connection with
the company was merely that of a
trustee for his family. That, one would
suppose, would have ended the matter,
but as both sides of the House seemed
anxious to debate it further, the Priume
MintsTer readily agreed to givea day to
a motion of Mr. ARTHUR HENDERSON.

The appcarance of Bracx Rop was
the scene for further excitement. Iirst
Labour Members wanted to debate
Brack Rop’s admission, but the CrAIR-
MAN ruled it out of order. Then they
wanted to debate a certain ¢ assault’™
which was understood to have taken
place outside earlier in the evening, but,
this wasdisposed ol bytheappearance’of
agsailant and assailed linked in obvious
amity and with all their angry passions
drowned in the milk of human kindness.
Brack Rop went ahout his business im-
perturbably, and the Labour back-chat
artistes transferred their strcet-corner
patter act to the House of Liords. ¢ Bon
soir” chanted Mr. Jack Jonks when
the ancient formula of assent—* Le Iioy
le veult "—was recited. 1t was obvious
that he, at any rate, had had a really
enjoyable evening.
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Stranger. “ EXCUSE ME, SIR, BUT ISN’T YOUR COTTAGE RATHER CLOSE TO THE SEA FOR C)MFORT? "
Native. *“ WELL, Y0U .SEE, SIR, FISHING'S MY JOB, AND I HATES TO BE LATE IN TEE MORNING.”

BIOLOGY AND BENEVOLENCE.

In earlier years sagacious Punch the wondering world
addressed,

Exhorting all, both great und small, to follow his behest

And, acting on the precept of old CorerDGE (SaMUEL T.),

To be kind to every animal of high or low degree.

But nowadays so widely has our biologic lore

Extended its dominions beyond the bounds of yore

That kindness is not only due to beasts with legs or wings,

'Tis claimed by fish, plants, minerals and manufactured
things.

For all have personality, and all of them have souls—

The parsnip and the cucumber, as well as mice and moles;

And, though its voice may sometimes fail to reach our
human ears,

The meanest of boot-buttons may have thoughts too deep
for tears.

Continue then to greet the hippopotamus with smiles,
To be courteous to the cobra, to be calm with erocodiles;
Refrain from branding buttercups as vegetable duds,
And remember, oh, remember! to be kind to collar-studs.

Don’t blame the good door-seraper if, as you homeward go

In the dim and dusky twilight, you should chance to stub
your toe; .

And if you bump into a pump or trip upon a mat

Be sure to beg their pardon and politely raise your hat.

Speak fairly to your sleeve-links and be temperate with ties,
And on their strange vagaries look with indulgent eyes ;

The bootlace serves you better if it is never cursed,
And braces, if you call them * Dear,” are seldom known to
burst.

Humour the tricksy teapot and be civil to its spout

If you desire the beverage to flow more freely out;

Be patient with the poker and be tender with the tongs,
And don’t abuse a carving-fork for weakness of its prongs.

Don’t beat the faithful aneroid because it points to rain,

But cheerfully remind it of the serious drought in Spain;

Don't blast the blameless golf-ball when to coverpoint it
flies—

You were the actual culprit and you must apologise.

The humblest of utensils and the rarest precious stones
Are equally responsive when addressed in cordial tones;
It is only when affronted that opals vengeance wreak;
It is only when insulted that hot-water bottles leak.

In fine let us endeavour so to mollify our mood

That from the range of courtesy no object we exclude,
But resolutely take the true humanitarian pledge

Of kindness to the animal, the mineral and veg.

Another Glimpse of the Obvious.
“Alderman — said the Council ought to be given the whole
truth that there was sufficient coal in the city to last five weeks if
nobody used it.”—Yorkshire Paper.

Our Cynical Organists.
From a Church service-paper :i—
“Hvening —Subject, ‘ The Clothes we Wear at Worship.” Anthom,

¢ As pants the hart’ (Spohr).”—Provincial Paper.
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Boy from Town. “Do cows GIVE MILK EVERY DAY, Dap!”
Father. “COURSE THEY 00.”

Bey. “Way po THEY, DaAD?”

Father. “* WELL—ER—YOU SEE—IT’S A KIND OF 'ABIT THRY GETS3, DONCIERKNOW ”

OUR GALLANT LITTLE ALLIES.

It was what the special correspond-
ents would call an animated meeting of
our Supreme Council. Helen’s chief
complaint was that I did nothing to
encourage the ladybirds. Theladybirds
are, of course, our gallant little allies in
the War of the Roses, but, unhappily,
they possess certain other character-
istics besides a devotion to the common
cause. To put it in a dignified way,
they lack the gift of a broad vision of
the campaign.

Choosing that tone of strict modera-
tion which we should always pursue
in talking of our allies (until the war is
over) I pointed out to Helen that it is
disheartening to the Supreme Command
to find that one’s ladybirds have flown
into the next garden where, presumably,
the green-fly has a richer flavour.

Helen fell back on the last resort of
a defeated debater. She produced a
newspaper cutting. This told of the
Ministry of Agriculture’s plan of build-
ing boudoirs for sensitive ladybirds at
Rothamsted, and Helen actually seemed
to look on this as some kind of
personal triumph. But since the ruin
of “ Lady Hillingdon” and ‘“Madame
Buiterfly ” and the failure of the new

spray solution, “MorTALITY MIXTURE :
Krrus aT S1aT,” she hus been obsessed
with the Ladybird Theory of modern
garden warfare.

“ The ladybirds at least would never
turn a pink rose to yellow,” said Helen.
That was an unkind reference to the
effect of Mortality Mixture on ** Madame
Edouard Herriot.”

Just then the voices of the children
called us to the garden.

We {ound Primrose and Harold dane-
ing with the grave delight of the Arts
Leagueof Service peopleround  General
Jacqueminot.”

“Two such darlin’ ladybirds have
justcome,” announced Primrose. “The
are going to live right on the top leaf of
the General, and I think they are going
to like him very much.”

But Harold was an ancestral voice
prophesying wee. ¢ The garden next
door is mueh, much bigger than ours,”
he said. “There is a real lily pond
there, and all our other ladybirds have
flown away.”

Helen murmured something that
sounded like Mortality Mixzture.

Do ladybirds build nests?” asked
Primrose, peeping at the two members
of the Allied Forces billeted on the
General.

"I expect they do in the garden next
door,” said Helen, rather unlairly.

*The man next door,” I retorted, *is
quile capable of enticing ladybirds by
false promises of asbestos homes for
heroes.”

Later in the evening, when all the
garden was still, it was the spell-binder
who lives next door—he of the lily
pond—who fell to talking of rose pests.

 Ladybirds can’t deal with a plague
a8 big as that,” he said contemptuously.
“What you want is ‘QUICKDEATH.”

1 looked up.

* QUICKDEATH,” he repeated decisively.
“ Marvellous stuff. «Krnws ar siomr.””

“They all do,” I observed. But he
stooped down on tho other side of his
hedge and when hc reappeared brought
with him a small in. He positively
insisted that 1 should try the stuff.

I'must confess a certain pagan ecstasy
seizes me when I dip my rose-syringe
into a new solution. I let rip with it.
It gives me the glorious sense that at
last I am mopping up the enemy with
one of those broad sweeping movements
that MaruBorouGH managed so well.

In the subsequent retirement of my
easy-chair I Jooked back with satisfac-
lion on the piciure of a hundred rose-
trees dripping with the QuickpraTH




Juny 14, 1926.]

PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 49

solution, It was not until I caught
sight of Helen’s face as she entered the
door that I realised with a pang I had
forgotten about our allies who were de-
fending the General Jacqueminot sector.
Helen had been out on the stricken
field, like Epira after Hastings. She
bore in two corpses. They were in the
palmof herhand, and shelooked horribly
reproachful.

“ MorrariTy Mixture?"” she de-
manded.

“No.”

“ But it KILLs AT steuT ?

I had to admit it. I strove to pro-
pitiate Helen. «‘They alsoserved...”
Isaid. « Write them down as two de-
voted allies unfortunately killed by long-
distance fire from a friendly syringe.”

I hope the Ministry has better luck
on the Rothamsted front.

SHE-SHANTIES.
Way Doesy't See Coumr ?

Way doesn’t she come ?
I know we said eight.
Or was it half-past?
That clock must be fast.
‘Why doesn’t she come ?
She s ten minutes late.
1’1l sit by the door
And see her come in ;
1’ve bought her a rose,
I’ve borrowed a pin.
I'll be very severe,
I'll tell her, “ My dear,
You mustn't be late.”
It’s a quarter-past eight.
Why doesn't she come ?

‘Why doesn’t she come ?
This must be the place.

She couldn’t forget,

Or is she upset ?

‘Why doesn’t she come ?
Am I in disgrace?

Oh, well, if it’s that,

‘We were both in the wrong—

I'll give her the rose

And say I was wrong.

I’ll give her a kiss

And tell her I'm sorry—

“I'm terribly sorry .. .”

‘Why doesn’t she come ?
Porhaps she is ill—

I fancied last night

Her eyes were too bright—
A feverish chill ?

She’s lying in bed,

"She’s light in the head !

She’s dying—she’s dead !

Why doesn’t she come?

Why doesn’t she come ?

She ’s tired of me—eh ?
I’ve noticed a change;
Last night she looked strange.
So this is the end ?

‘Why couldn’t she say ?

Inveterate Reveller (apprehensively). “ 1 sAY, KEEPER, B'TWEEN YOU AN’ ME, WHAT 'S
ALL THIS TALK 'BOUT PINKELEPHANTS ? ?

Well, never again!

She needn’t explain.

I know who it is—

I know who it is!

I've done with her now.
‘Why doesn’t she come?

Why doesn’t she come ?

It 's nearly half-past.

Well, never again |

I'll send her the rose,

I won’t say a word,

Just send her the rose—

She’d laugh, I suppose !

A flirt and a fraud!

I'll travel abroad,

I’ll go to the Bast,

I'll shoot a wild beast.

And now for a drink,

I'll have a stiff drink—

A brandy, I think—
And drown myself in ifi

I'll shoot myself, . . Oh,
How I loved her!—— «“Hul-lo !/
What? Late? Not a minute!”
= A.P.H.
Our Pessimists.

“On July 12th a full winter service will be
run on the G.W.R."—West-Country Pager.

Letter received by the Chairman of a
Dental Hospital :— .

“Having cracked my upper debentures will
you please send me a list of your describers? »

Ought these capitalists toask for charity ?

In the hurdle-race at the A.A. Cham-
pionship meeting :—

“Lord Burghley, for his part, was only half
a year behind the winner,”—Dasly Paper.
It looks as if Liord BurgrLEY, like his
famous ancestor in h¢s parh (in The
Critic) had “nodded.”
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AT THE PLAY.
«“ Cock o' THE RoosT” (GARRICK).
TaerE were really two Cocks o’ the
Roost—one, a full-sized bird, compara-
tively modest, that was already planted
on the top perch; and the other, a bit
of a bantam, intolerably cocksure and
on the upward bound. The latter in
the end defeats his rival in a battle for
the love of the leading pullet.
One is familiar enough in American
plays with the commercial hustler, but

the type that brings the same self-
assurance and the same get-
there-quick methods to affairs
of the heart is fortunately less
common. At the start Jerry
Haywardhas justleft histedious
employment in the firm of the
millionaire John Bairon for the
sake of freedom and the chanco
of making a fortune by his own
brains, in which he has a pro-
found and inexhaustible belief.
He announces, to all whom it
may concern ox not concern, that
he has conceived a great truth—
that fear is the cause of all
failure. To banish fear, he has
discovered, is the keginning of
success. Nothing was said about
the fear of God, which, by the
way, is the beginning of wisdom.

He is regarded favourably by
Phyllis Dawn, an uncommercial
romantic; but her worldlymother
bas other views for her, and
accepts Bairon’s invitation to
join him with her daughter on
his yacht, stay with him in-
definitely at one of his palaces
and entertain any friends of
theirs that they can collect; for
in his single-eyed pursuit of
wealth he has made no friends of
his own and acquired no mental
or social resources.

The girl’s father, a novelist
of genius (we had to take.the
author’s statement for this), bag by
had to sacrifice his gifts and e
do detective pot-boilers for the sake of
immediate cash to support his-family
in moderate luxury. This rather negli-
gible creature could easily be left behind
to toil at his serial through the killing
heat of & New York summer while his
wife and daughter are having the time
of their lives on one of the Thousand
Islands of the St. Lawrence.

In their absence young Hayward takes
him in hand, lets his house, transplants
bim to a cheap tenement flat and insists
that with the money saved from his rent
he must devote a year, {ree from serials,
to the making of amasterpiece of fiction.
He himself, for greater convenience in

ALWAYS

Jerry Hayward

hustling, takes the next-door flat.

The scene moves to Barron's island,
where incidentally we meet an old
gentleman, Sam Clarke, who is greatly
bored with his host’s ignorance of bil-
liardsand other country-house amenities.
His daughter Clare, an attractiveflapper
of the advanced school, has her glad eye
upon Barrow’s millions, while Barron
himself steadily conducts his siege of
Phyllis's affections. Upon thiscompany
bursts the irrepressible Jerry with tid-
ingsof his interventionin Dawn’saffairs.
Mrs. Dawn, who fears that his appear-
ance mayruin her designs for her daugh-

N7 Hmeoew.

The Mother-Hen (to her futuic Rooster-in-law). *You 'Ru

COCK-A-DOODLING IN THE WRONG PLACES.”

Dawn . . Miss Eva MooRre.

ter, extends to him the frozen mitt.
When she learns of his operations she
takes no interest in the chance they
offer to her husband’s alleged genius,
but is merely outraged by the prospect
of her own decline to a tenement flat,
Returning to New York she refuses
to join her husband in his new quarters;
and even Phyllis, upon whom her recent
environment de luze has done its insid-
ious work, is infuriated by her lover's
intrusion into matters which were no
business of his, and announces her re-
solve to marry Barron out of hand.
For the moment the humiliation of the
thruster nearly secures our sympathy.
But he comes again. Iis recovery,

. M=z, PErcy HUTCHISON.

however, is not due to his natural gift
of resilience, but to a touch of domestic
sentiment which melts the tough heart
of Mrs. Dawn. Her husband has pre-
served an apron of hers, with pink silk
insertions, as a souvenir of their early
love. This breaks her, and, once she has
it on again, she is capable of any sacri-
fice and proceeds to the kitchen to pre-
pare a wedding collation. But Barron
18 to eat none of it, for Phyllis, by a pro-
cess of revulsion too rapid for us to
follow, throws herself into Jerry’s arms.
The ground is thus lelt free for the
flapper Clare to pursue her for-
lorn millionaire, and we leave
her in the act of ringing him up.

There is not much to it, as
yousee. Itisoneofthoseplays
which would collapse from sheer
inanitionifit werenot constantly
sustained by somebody whose
irritating business it is to keep
things moving. Mr. PEROY
HurcaisoN, who produced it—
and himsell in the part of Jer y—
was clearly the man for the job.
It is to the credit of his high
spirits and boundless energy
(though “boundless ™ is per-
haps not quite the right word)
that our feelings towards Jerry’s
self-assertion, at first hostile,
took ona good-natured tolerance
and in the end became almost
friendly. But he never succeeded
in making me understand bhis
attraction for Phyllis.

Of the rest, who were little
better than puppets put there
for Jerry to shove about, Miss
Eva Moore, as Mrs. Dawn,
played with her familiar ease of
style; Mr. PAurL ARTHUR brought
to his performance of the rather
tame part of M. Dawn apleasant
old-world quality, and in the »dle
ol Barron Mr. Jamus CArRew
made a rightly dull and inar-
ticulate suitor. Lord LiyvepeN's
Sam Clarke showed a refreshing
contempt, rare in America, for
the merits of a host with nothing but
his millions to recommend him. The
character of Phyllis, apart {rom her
peculiar taste for Jery, was perhaps
too commonplace for Miss CATBERINE
Lacey to get much distinction out of
it ; but Miss JaANE GRAHAME, & piquant
figure, had a brighter chance with
Clare, and took it.

The First Act went weakly till Jerry
arrived to make things hum at any
cost. The cost included some humour
that was thin to the point of emacia-
tion. But there was also some quite good
stuff, as is bound to happen il you only
talk long enough and fast enough.
Perhaps I am not quite fair to Miss
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Ripa JomwsoN Younag, who has wit,
though it lacks discrimination. At her
best she is excellent, and for that reason
I hope, if not very confidently,
that her rooster may have a long
lease of his tenement perch.
0.8.

“ A Moxtr v THE COUNTRY
(RovaLty).

It is interesting to recall that
Tureenev the novelist thought
little of TurGENEV the writer of
plays. No doubt his dramatic
work was too naturalistie, too
untheatrical for the stage of his
day. Nor could he foresee that
.| his countryman TorEmEOV, and
in some degree IBsEN, the Nor-
wegian, would train his audi-
ences for him. There seemed
nothing strange or difficult for
anyone of average intelligence
and perceptions in the excellent
production by Mr. MicrAEL
SHERBROOKE of A Month in the S
Couniry. On the contrary, the S
clever characterisation, the skil-
ful developments of the chosen
situation, the adroit blending of
the serious with the comic mo-
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rate you can see that it pleases her fo
torment him ; she is increasingly rest-
lessand perverse, whilethe man is suffer- | household as tutor. He seems devoted
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A LESSON IN LOVE-MAKING.

tives, shone clear through the Ajanasi Ivanovich Bolshintsov. . MR. CRAIGHALL SHERRY.

veil of a not very heartening Ignati flich Shpigelski. ... ... M=z, MICHARL SHERBROOKE.

translation, revealing a
beauty, a wit and a
dramatic quality in no
way inferior to the best
oftheTorEHOV We have
lately had presented to
us. If anybody thinks
this praise of the Rus-
sian naturalists is part
of a highbrow (or a
Bolshevist) conspiraey,
let him make an experi-
ment with this richly-
decorated comedy and
see if he is not both
diverted and stimulated.

The scene is sef in
Islaev’s comfortable
country-house. Islaev
is clearly much pre-
occupied with the man-
agemont of his estate,
and his wife, Natalio,
has evidently been con-
stantly in the company
of her husband’s friend,
Bakitin. Natalia is a
spoilt, wayward and
over-emotional woman
just entering her thir-
ties; Rakitin, though a
more than devoted
friend, is a man of
honour. Perhaps his
scruplesarenotmuch to
Natalia'sliking., Atany

Natalia Petrovna . .
Viera Aleksandrovna

Aleksiei Nikolaevich Bieliaev . .

UNREQUITED LOVE; OR, HOW HAPPY HE COULD BE
WITH NEITHER.

......... Miss GILLIAN SCAIFE.
......... Miss NaTaLie Moxa.

ing and suspicious.
(dleksiei) has recently come into the

. . Mr. CHRISTOPHER OLDHAM.

A young student

to Natalia's ward, Viera, a girl
of seventeen, and charmingly
natural in his relations with her,
while with the older woman he
is desperately constrained and
shy. Asfor Viera,shehasgiven
her heart with all the force of a
young girl’s first passion to the
boy, who thinks of her as no
more than a charming comrade.
Then we are shown by subtly
inevitable stages the gradually
unmasked passion of Natalia for
the hoy dlelsiei, her treachery
towards her ward, and the grow-
ing jealousy and anger of Rak-
itin, who finally prevails upon
Aleksiet, “as a man of honour,”
to leave the Islaevs. If Rakitin
may not have the prize himself
he can at least prevent a youth-
ful rival being so favoured—a
pleasantly cynical solution.

The supreme qualities of this
fine play are the simplicity of
the technique and the inevit-
ability of the characterisation.
A cast of players, almost all of
them unknown to the London
stage, made a distinguished
.thing of the whole. In
justiceto theauthor one
ought to say that the
play carried them to
their arbistic triumph
rather than they the
play; but their co-oper-
ation was extremely in-
telligent and effective.

Miss GILLIAN SCAIFE'S
Natalia was full of life
and variety, a clever
sensitive performance.
I did think, however,
that the passages from

sometimes a little too
obviously studied and
elaborate. MissNATALIE
Mova brought a charm-
ing naturalness and a
genuine depth of feel-
ing to the part of the
young girl Viera. Nor
could the most exacting
critic find any fault with
Mr. Boris RANEVSKY'S
interpretation of the
hypersensitive Bakitin.
He was especially ad-
mirable in the quiet
opening passages of the
First Act. Mr. Crris-
ToPHER OLDHEAM'S Alek-
sietcould not have been
bettered in his moods of

mood to mood were |.
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embarrassment with Natalia and easy
comradeship with Viera; but I am in-
clined to think that he failed a little to
convey the change that came over the
boy when he realised that the Natalua
whom he thought tobesofaroutof reach
did indeed love him as he secretly loved
her. We had a delightful performance
from Miss BarBara Listova as the
healthilysensual, laughing peasant-girl,
Katering. Mr. MICHAEL SHERBROOKE
had a part entively to his taste in the
candid and shrewd buffoon of a doctgr,
Shpigelski. The scene between him
and Viera's profoundly stupid suitor,
Bolshintscv (Mr. CRAIGHALL SHERRY),
was a piece of universal comedy admir-
ably presented. The rest of the com-
pany most effectively supported the
principals. Indeed a delightful even-
ing’s entertainment.

It is a great pity that this excellent
production is only to be seen till the
end of this week. But perhaps some
pereeptive entrepreneur will adopt it and
find a theatre tor it. Meanwhile Mr.
* ANMER Harxn ” and his players deserve
our gratitude.

BACON OR APPLES.

Miss DoroTEY D1x in a recent number
of The Star has condemned the English
breakfast—porridge followed by fried
bacon and eggs and dry toast and
marmalade—and praisesthe Continental
meal, or better still a repast exclusively
confined to a single apple.  Mr. Punch,
somewhat perturbed by these heretical
tenets, has appealed to several leaders
of public opinion, who with great
courtesy have expressed their views on
this subject and lent them an added
weight by casting them in a versified
form. .

Mr. Ramsay MacDoNaLp sends us
this charming ¢ Lossiemouth lyric ":—

We’re frugal in fare

At Eccleston Square,

But in general strikes

One eats what one likes.

Porridge with cream

Is a perfect dream,

And a steak of elk

Appeals to me,

Or a tasty whelk

Fresh from the sea.

Mr. CaesTERTON declares unhesitat-
ingly for the British as opposed to the
Continental breakfast :—

Bacon and eggs, bacon and eggs,

Steady the nerves and strengthen the legs.
Fish should be added to nourish the brain ;
Coffee to stimulate and sustain.

Succulent scones and rolls and baps

Full up the crevices and gaps.

So, built up on a solid base,

I'm ready to look the world in the face,
But not to compete in a Marathon race.

Mr. Hrname Berroc's contribation
to the symposium reveals his singular

capacity of swift transition from pathos
to hearty merriment:—

In the lean years, the Ican years,

When dividends are ¢ passed,”
The mirthless margarine years,
The bravest men must fast;
But, when trade booms with whirringlooms,
Like Olwer (not LODGE)
I'1l ask for more, and, golly!
How I intend to stodge.

The Draxn or St. Paur’s writes:—
“Moderation is to be observed in all
things, but I see no virtue in a breakfast
of water-biscuits washed down with
cocoa-nibs. My own regimen is best
summed up in a slight perversion of
some historie lines :—

Let those who will from nature’s rill,
From pond or pump drink free ;

But tea with ham and eggs and jam
Is good enough for me.”

THE NOXIOUS NIGHTIE.

We were all delighted that Cslia had
brought Bobbie back with her to sta
with us; but we were just a little bit
nervous, because he’s only rising five,
and had never before been away from
home for a stockbroker’s week-end.

However, any qualms of home-sick-
ness Bobbie may have felt were over-
come by the thought of the pyjamas to
which he had recently been promoted,
and which—to judge from his breathless
descriptions—were virile in cut and
complete with a real breast-pocket.

It was most unfortunate, then, that
at the very hour when a child-guest’s
courage is at its lowest ebb—bed-time
—it was discovered that the pyjamas
had been omitted from Bobbie's suit-
case. We broke the news to him hy
degrees while he had his supper. He
took it bravely, and I was proud of
him as a kinsman as I watched him
persevering silently with his food while
1rrepressible tears were perilously near
to splashing in his milk,

No doubt he would have done our
breed less credit had he realised that in
default of his pyjama suit he would
have to wear a nightdress of our own
little Nell. Celia came in with this
garment while Bobbie was upstairs
being Lathed by the nurse. From
any viewpoint it was a most repulsive
thing in a little boy’s eyes. Celia made
a desperate attempt to mitigate its
lingerie aspect by snipping off some
fetching little knots and hows; but
interwoven with the lace insertion of
the yoke there was more baby-ribbon—
and pink at that—which could not bhe
rooted out, and furthermors there was a
profusion of tucks and frills impossible
to modify, besides some damning em-
broidery round the beastly elhow sleeves.
T could see at a glance that we were in
for trouble, for, if Bobbie had his share

of the family grit, or mulishness, the
women would never get that shameful
thing on him short of putting him
under chloroform.

I was right. Celia had not long
gone upstairs before I heard a spas-
modic drumming of heels and Bobbie's
voice raised in hysterical screams of
protest. Plainly, the mere sight of the
nightie had unmanned him.

Alter some little time Celia returned,
rather mortified. She cut an indiscreet
slice of indigestible cake, rich with icing.
A bribe!

“I don’t know what we shall do,”
she said, as she went off with the cake.
“ Bobbie hates Nellie’s nightdress, and
says he would rather go to bed raw.”

That was an hour ago. Upstairs the
strife continues; outside there is the
brooding inertia of the Sussex Weald
on early-closingday. Iknow of nobody
nearer than some friends at Bourne-
mouth who might lend me manly

¥ | nightwear of the right size. I wonder

if 16 is any use ringing up the B.B.C.?
Perhaps, if I could get hold of an uncle
with a sympathetic knowledge of what
children at the listening-in end are like,
he might broadeast an S.0.8. for me
for a small boy’s pyjama suit, with prac-
ticable pocket.

THE PEACOCK.

dr..oh! Ai..oh! A4i..oh!

I'will get married to-day.

I pace the battlements hour by hour,

I poise on the peak of the contral tower,
But there’s never a sign from a lady’s

bower.
Ai..oh! Adi..oh! A4i..oh!
Ai..oh! Ai..oh! Au..oh!

The eyes of Ind and far Cathay

Were spell-bound by my first display,
And never could tear themselves away.
di..oh!l di..oh! Ai..oh!

di..oh! Ai..oh! A:i..oh!

A rajah jowelled cap-d-pre

Were dross beside a bird like me—
Wherever can those women be ?
Ai..oh! Ai..oh! A4i..oh!

Av .. oh!l di..oh! Ai..oh!
Observe the sway of my little aigrette
As I pick my way on the parapet—
Strange that I am not married yet.

Adi..oh! Ai..oh! Az..oh!

di..oh! Av..oh! A4i..oh!

Oh, well!  I'll get married to-morrow.

But what shall I do for the rest of the
day

If no fair lady comes my way?

I..know! I..know! [..Lknow!

1"l preen my feathers and set my train
And start from the top of the tower
again.
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COUNTY SONGS.
XIIT.—WARWICKSHIRE.

Anoxg the lanes of Warwickshire,
When reigned the Virgin Queen,

A merry and observant boy
Might frequently be seen ;

On Avon's banks, in Charlecote Park,
In Henley's sun-baked street,

In gabled Stratford’s market-place
His cwious gaze you'd meet.

The wisest tolk in Warwickskhire,
Watching the boy go by,

Deduced no blossom from the seed
Or even thought to try;

Howcould they guessthisloiteringlad,
‘Who seemed to care no rap,

Had Falstaff, Hamlet, Lear, Macbeth,
All hidden 'neath his cap?

To green and placid Warwickshire
I went the other day:

From Kenilworth to Shottery
I took a devious way ;

N\ 1 wandered here, I wandered ther
N\l 2 wandered here, I wandered there,
W ' % But time alone can tell

S ﬁ 1f any of the youths I saw

i Will be a Swanaswell. g v 1,
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Serious Politawcian (afier rcading aloud long and carefully-composed letter he is sending o the Press). “ WELL, WHAT D’ YOU THINK

OF 17?”

His Wife (in perfect good faith). “ VERY NICE, DEAR; BUL ISN'T IT USUAL TO SAY AT THE LND, ‘I TRUST THE MATTER WILL Bl

TAREN UP BY ABLER PENS THAN MINE’?"

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE.
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.)

THE practice of composing his novels in trilogies has a
happyeffect on Mr. StepEEN McKENNA—e hag ample room
and verge enough to develop interests other than amatory.
Saviours of Society (BuTTERWORTH), the first volume of
The Eealists, is “a study of forees, personalities and atmo-
sphere ” largely political. A Tory Government is supposed
to be in power, but its prestige is sapped by the machina-
tions of men who neither possess ideals of their own nor
profess those of other people. Ambrose Sheridan, nows-
paper magnate, is the chief of these “realists.” Having
governed the country through his press for a considerable
time, he is at last given a political mission. If he succeeds
he is to be admitted to the Cabinet. The orthodox hope is
that he will fail. Unluckily for Sheridan his ambitions are
crossed by his appetites; in particular by a passion, unbe-
coming in a married man, for 4uriol Otway, particular star
of his secretary and “trainer,” Max Hendry. Auriol is pre-
sented as 2 model of virginal charm from the moment we
first meet her brandishing a cocktail-shaker. She is dis-
tinetly averse from pairing off with Sheridan before he has
managed to get himself divorced, and divorce is the last
thing serviceable to Sheridan’s career. In fact he is acutely
faced with the choice between his portfolio and his mistress,
when his wife comes forward with a workable plan for
securing both. On this thrilling scene the first volume of
The Realistsends. Apart from the Sheridan-Otway triangle,

who are film figures, I found the whole of Mr. McKnxna's
new cast entertaining. And Hendry—though 1 am afraid
he is being held in reserve as a co-respondent in Sheridun v.
Sheridan (the second)—is a singularly honest and attractive
portrait of a slow-developing Saxon hero.

By what sea-magic did the late Harry Frensus Srurp
produce to admirable an unpremeditated work of art ? IHis
Cruises in Small Yachts (Inray, Laurig, Noriz AND WiLson)
is bub a log, ““written,” as its author says, “simply as I
followed the pencil pages of the salt-stained and blurred
original,” themselves composed in the pauses of hard boat-
work., Yet the chronicle exhales so true a zest and a spirit
so gay and gentle that the reader instantly becomes one
with that delightful ship’s company. Accompanied by his
brother, Mr. Laxcreror Sperp, with whose work the readers
of Mr. Punch are so pleasantly familiar, and afterwards by
his wife, Mr. 8PEBD began his voyagings in 1878, when he
sailed to Holland in the seven-ton cutter Watersnake. During
the holidays of forty-seven years Mr. SprEp cruised in
various craft, usually in roomy sailing canoes designed by
himself, visiting the southern harbours, Dutch canals
and French ports. Mrs. Maupe SPEED, in the intervals
of being “the Crew,” achieved the oxcellent watcr-colour
drawings which adorn the book ; and the two brothers made
the jolly little pen-and-ink sketehes which also embellish
its pages. All those worthy and humble souls who find com-
plete happiness in messing about in small boats will find u
peculiar fascination, ag their fathers found before them, in
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Mr. SpeED'’S log and in its continuation
by Mrs. SpeeD in this handsome new
edition. Machinery or “ bought wind,”
in the sailors’ phrase, may infringe the
peace of the waters; but the sea, as Mrs.
SPEED says, remains ever the same, un-
tamed and untameable. The book con-
tains many invaluable wrinklesconcern-
ing the building, fitting and navigation
of small eraft, together with a great deal
of useful information, illustrated by
charts, as to landfalls and harbours.

The novel Prem gives proof throughout
By vivid statement and suggestion
That East is East beyond a doubt,
And West is West without a question;
And in what is—to me at least—
A wholly unfamiliar setting
It shows how East may prey on East,
With West unwittingly abetting.

The scene is India, and the theme
The Ganges valley and its farming,

Whieh, profitable once, would seem
Faced now with prospects quite

alarming;

For there the native landlord yields
To none in methods of extortion

Which saddle scarcely fertile fields
With rentals out of all proportion.

The tale which H. K. Gorpox tells
(And Arnorp prints) presents the
vietim
Whom one of “these small tyrants
fells,
And all the legal wiles that tricked
him ;
And, as a view of Western rule
Twisted awry by Eastern cunning
To help the knave oubwit the fool,
I find it literally sbunning.

Following the useful precedent of
Mr, RoserT Livnp (¢ Y.Y.”), who turns
up Roeer's Thesaurus to find a suit-
able adjective for a Civil Servant (under
“Imbecility "), I have just had re-
course to that admirable volume (under
“Panacea ") to find a proper figure for
Mr. Lynp's essays. Anything from
“anodyne” to“elixir” would, I consider,
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The Elder (as young hypochondriac finishes catalogue of lis maladies), “ EVER HAD
A TOUCH OF SENILE DECAY?”

fit The Orange Tree (METHUEN). Its twenty-seven flights
of fancy, taken at suitable intervals, should prove a sovereign
specific for the weary urban imagination. Not that they
could be counted upon to work a cure. I believe the trouble
would return if the little weekly dose were omitted. But
there is no reason why it should be omitted while “Y.Y.”
is disposed to ring such captivating changes on humdrum
and even slightly sordid themes. Given a library, he is pre-
pared, he maintains, to face life cheerfully “in an ugly
house in an ugly street in an ugly city.” But, unlike
CrmarrEs Lavs, whom in geniality he somewhat resembles,
he does not really prefer town life. His essay on “The
Country ” is the best thing in his book ; “but it is difficult,”
it coneludes, “to estimate what things are better worth
doing or knowing than other things.” I findin this tendency
to shirk estimations the factor which renders “Y.Y.s
essays on the whole rather unsustaining. He uses his art

as impartially as HaNs ANDERSEN’s Brownie used the bubter-
man’s wife’s tongue when he lent it in turns to every object
in the shop. He condescends charmingly to the small and
old-fashioned—* This Kitten,” {or example, and *“The Bell-
Ringer "—and two minutes afterwards he is all for a world
of mechanical progress in which kittens and bell-ringers will
be neither seen nor heard. As an essayist he embodies
St. THOMAS'S notion, “ Homo est quodam modo omnie "’ —
he even a little overdoes it.

In one of his essays the late Maurice HEWLETT gave
vent to his annoyance that people would persist in regard-
ing him as a novelist rather than a poet. It was his own
fault, no doubt, for writing such good novels. There are at
least a hundred readers of fietion for every reader of poetry.

7| But HewrLeTr's argument, too subtle perhaps for the

general, was that his novels themselves were conceived as
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read as such. Mr. C. E. LAWRENCE
I do not know whether he has ever
wribten in verse, but every novel of his which I have read
has the true poetic note. The Old Man’'s Wife (MURRAY)
certainly has—a sort of other-worldliness or glamour which
gives the story a quality independent of plot or even of
character-drawing. The plot indeed is rather crude. The
old man, Francis Yare, the decadent last of a long line of
yeomen, has married the daughter of his dead housekeeper,
mainly, it seems, because he could not see what else to sio
with her. But he treats her as servant rather than wife
and neglects her for his morbid dreams of the past. Then
come two interlopers into the melancholy peace which

poems and should be
might say the same.

reliable information as to bis own fascinating bit of earth’s
surface may soon be forthcoming. In the meantime one
prefers to turn to Mrs. RosiTa ForBES or Mr. CUNNINGHANE
Gramay for any substantial grip of the realities of the case.

There is something rather baffling about the quality of
Brown Smock (WARNE), by Mr. C. R. Arzen. Just as you
have decided quite firmly that this story—how Terry Hood,
infant prodigy of the piano, was befriended by Hilda Croft,
a blind authoress of children’s books, and made good as
artist and as man—must be the work of a remarkably un-
sophisticated mind, some train of thought or turn of phrase
convinces you that its sweetness and simplicity are largely

surrounds the Lionely House, the
sinister Mrs. Rennols and 4nn's
gallant sailor cousin, Olsver, the
hero of the girl's childhood.
Idyllic meetings follow between
Oliver and Ann, driving Francis
to the very insanity of jealousy,
and at last to such cruelty that
the girl goes off with her lover.
On the very night of her de-
parture Yare is found murdered
and his wife is arrested. What
the upshot is, and what Mrs.
Rennols's connection with the
tragedy, may be left for the
reader to discover. He will do
so soon enough, for the whole
thing is rather too simple and
obvious to make a good mystery
story. Still, it has that touch
of poetry, ol “strangeness in the
proportion,” which Bacox said
went with “excellent beauty.”
That is a compensation for
many shortcomings.

Readers who take up With the
Riff Kabyles (ARROWSMITE) hop-
ing, as I did, for a genuinely
intimate account of that nearest
but least known corner of Africa
that has been so much before
the public for the last year or
two will probably share my
sense of personal grievance. The
author, Mr. Berxp TERHORST,
a German artist who has spent

some little time in North ou-

Muriel. “NUMBER ENGAGED, DO YOU SAY?

I'LL TRY THE CALL-BOX NEXT-DOOR.”

deliberate. Terry’s adoring love
for Lois Hanray and her ques-
tionable connection with Her-
mann Fricke, the German com-
poser, strike a deeper note, and
the development of the hero’s
character almost entirely avoids
the mawkishness which at first
one feared to find init. DBrown
Smock of the title is a rather
beautiful creation, a spirit of
childhood who haunts the fields
around Hilda Croft's house,
Sedgeway Manor, a laughing,
tender, happy creature in sym-
pathy with both pain and joy
and perpelually at enmity with
Pan, of whom Mr. ALLEN has a
verypooropinion. Brown Smack
plays a big part in Zerry’s life,
and the “tune” of the book’s
sub-title, “ The Tale of a Tune,”
is that ¢“Sedgeway Sonata”
whichthe young musician writes
under its inspiration when Lois
has failed him and only his art
and the carrying on of Hilda
Croft's work for children are
lefs. There is a simple charm
about the hook.

The Islond of Disaster (ALLEN
Aaxp Unwin) is a tale of adven-
ture and treasure-hunting, but
it is something more than that,
and my difficulty is that, if 1

TraNg | . ! .
give ceven a hint about its

Morocco, has a knack for alluring little chapter head-
ings and a quick colourful pen for notes of African life
as it meets the eye, but it is pretty clear that he has
never penetrated much beyond the safety of walled
cities. His sketches “Abslam’s Tale of Terror,” ¢“The
Beautiful Slave,” “ The Tombs of the Saints,” and so on, are
impressionist, or even post-impressionist, to a degree, and
much more notable for the brightness of individual dabs
of pigment than for any accuracy of drawing. Tetuan
especially, where dirt, disease and cruelty lurk half-hidden
behind every corner, with its tortuous shaded streets,
its blank walls enclosing sun-washed flowery courtyards
and its nearness to a desolation of desert mountains, has a
cerfain quality of picturesqueness that the writer appreciates
and does not fail to convey. Yet in all this there is nothing
that is not familiar—and I was waiting to hear about the
Riffs. Now that the redoubtable ABD-EL-Krim has been
compelled, contrary to cheerful prophecies, to surrender,

variation from staple tales ol
this kind, I shall be robbing you of quite hall the pleasure
Mr. Mrcaarn LEws has so skilfully prepared for his readers.
Let me therefore take refugoe in reticence and merely say that
a murder had been commilted on the shore of a lonely
Hebridean island, and that a man had been hanged for the
crime. ¢ Was he the right man ?” is one of the questions
you will find yourself asking again and again. TFarther than
that I refuse to go, except to say that Mr. Lewis is a master
thrill-monger and that the excellent IZobbs (who, I think,
found a place in The Brand of the Beast) can kecp up his
end against the most hefty and cunning opponents.

Is Zat Zoo?

Dr. SaneeBy at Child Welfare Conference :—

“We have never had such healthy anmals at the Yoo as we have
at the present time. Animals bave lived through the winter which
have never before survived a winter in the gardens.”— Kvening lap.er.
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Ir may ke well to point out that
Mr. Srorer CrousTon’s new book en-
titled The Lunaticin Charge has nothing
to do with the coal strike.

*_ %
*

It is reported that both Test teams
recently visited a revue. The glance
to leg is of course the mainstay of
modern batting. . .

*

A first-class cricketer has been fined
for driving a motor-car abt excessive
speed. Those who have only seen them

There is an increasing tendency for
men to wear corsets, we read. They
probably take the view that one of the
sexes should wear them.

L

“What Germany needs is Prohibi-
tion,” says a New York surgeon. Well,
America has a lot of it she isn’t using
just now. % %

Tax-collectors recently attended =
dinner in Glasgow. One of the musical
items was “ A Lament in Schedule D.”

* %

An evening paper recommends that

Mr. Kipuixg says that fiction de-
veloped when a man told tales ahout
a woman. When a woman told them,
of course they were simply fact.

An A.A. scout was charged recently
for warning motorists that the police
were active farther along theroad. Very
soon the only way to lure a driver into
a speed-trap will be to bait it with a
pedestrian. £ ;

"

According to a paragraphin The Daily
Express Mr. BALDwIN has appeared in
public wearing a top-hat and smoking

on the cricket field have no
idea how our first-class ericket- | |
ers can hustle.
Sir Jacapis Bose declares | |
that trees and plants give signs | *
of disliking the proximity of cer- | .|
tain people. Our aspidistra is | jlify
markedly stand-offish with the | 1/ '
income-tax collector. :
* %
%k
The same authority has
stated that plants can see the
waves of wireless messages.
There must be terrific excite-
ment in the cabbage-patch
when a talk on slugs comes

st

As the extension of the Wild
Birds Protection Act will have | %
the effect of stopping the sale | 3
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of plovers' eggs, it is expected | L3’ !'
ALY

that epicures all over the coun-
try will organise a Hunger
March. x %

Ascientist assertsthat plants
have intelligence. But almost
any housewile can make a fool

of the gooseberry.
* %k

Many char-a-bane parties
picnic in meadows by the road-

Yo \Q ~\\\\

Heavy-weight Boxer (indignanily). ** LOOE 'ERE—IF YOU
TREAD ON MY FOOT AGAIN, I—I’'LL PUNCH YOUR HEAD!”

a pipe. Yet he must have
known it would get to Lord
BrAVERBROOK'S ears,
* %

i | Pinkissaid to be in favour
1 | withbridesjustnow. A delicate
shade is known as ‘crushed
bridegroom. .

Mr. Hrmarre Berroo's yacht
went aground the other day.
There is no truth however in
|! 1the xrumour that in order to
s i1 | refloat her he was obliged to

, | jettison some of his ideas.

*_ %

A policeman practising for
a swimming-race has been
stung by a jellyfish. We can
only account for this by the
fact that he was not in uni-
form. ’

L
s

A lawn-tennis expert won-
ders why ladies don’t play in
bathing costume. The reascn
isof course that it is considered
too ecumbersome.

X K

Troedrhwiuweh mountain
has been moving again. A
section of Welsh opinion ig
now inelined to attribute this
to Mr. Lroyp GEORGE'S re-

side. Later in the season a demand
js expected for conducted tours of the
hottlefields. -

%

In consequence of Signor MUSSOLINT'S
order for the restriction of the size of
newspapers, editors are beating their
scissors into pruning-shears.

sk
In parts of the East the native head-
gear is to be discarded and replaced by
a washable hat. Sheiks are nervous,
fearing that this ablutionary idea may
be extended. %
A correspondent writes to The Even-
wng News to say that on June 27th, 1903,
he heard a skylark singing at 2 17 .
We fear he has left it much too late
for anything to be done about it.

“cotton fabries should be torn, not cut.”
Our laundry has forestalled this advice.
* %

*

Afamousweather expertisnow taking
his holidays at a South Coast resort. He
should be easily recognised by his Wel-
lington boots, flannel trousers, cricket-
shirt, mackintosh and straw-hat fitted
with a gutter and alightning-conductor.

sk ok

A golf-course for ex-service men has
been started. The first dozen members
are said to have already dug them-
selves in. %

CanonJ. T. HARTLEY says that lawn-
tennis filty years ago was much the
same as it is to-day. Of course the chop
stroke on the shift-key of the typewriter
hadn’t been invented.

newed declaration of faith in his Land
policy. -

A large number of men were recently
arrested in a police raid on a Glasgow
gambling den. Suspicion had been
aroused in the neighbourhood by the
banging of saxpences.

*

A naturalist, writing in a daily paper,
points out that to keep a porpoise as
a pet could easily cost two hundred
pounds a year at the fishmonger's. This
decides us to stick to silkworms.

LR 3
*

It is stated in a contemporary that
Mr. J. H. Teomas's 8on is to be Sir
Arrrep Burr's son’s fag at Rugby.
We trust relations between employer
and employed will be harmonious.
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OF “HEAT-WAVES.”

WaenN I was very young and small,
TWe never used this term at all.

At summer’s zenith we did not
Express surprise that it was hot ;

But, when the sun shone in the blue,
Thought it a natural thing to do,

And simply basked on sands or heather
Calling it seasonable weather.

But now the stuntsmen malke a stir
If two or three fine days oceur;

It constitutes their leading topic,
And, treating England as a tropic,
The Press announces to the nation
Its hourly state of perspiration.

To me it seems a little queer,

Since heat-waves happen every year,
That every year we make prefence
That in our whole experience,

Who dwell inside a frigid zone,

Never has such a thing been known.
So, when the sun’s hot eye is bared,
It always finds us unprepared.

It we would fain allay his beam

In Thames's most conVenient stream,
The County Couneil’s dear old women
See that we have no baths to swim in.
After the sweltering office-desk, oh
How we should love to dine al fresco!
No British restaurant has heard

Of any fancy so absurd.

In stuffy rooms we stew and grill
Where jazzers make us hotter still,
Merely to look at, and the blare

Of saxophones enflames the air.

As for our clothes, Convention bucks
When we would go about in ducks,
Hinting that raiment white and cool
Suggests a too exotic school,

And holding tight this sacred creed—
“Qur staple wear is stodgy tweed.”

In fact the sole device I meet

For coping with these waves of heat

Is Woman’s dress that courts the
breeze,

A tissue of transparencies;

And even this was not designed

For weather of the sultry kind,

Bub she has worn the self-same stuff

All winter, being very tough. 0.8,

The Housing Question.
“If you want a house or a room, use the
small classified columns of The Advertiser.”
South African Paper.
Judging, however, by the leading case
of St. Siveon StyriTES this class of
accommodation is extremely exiguous.

“Mr. Ramsay MacDonald, declared that

the Government was tired of the present
Government.”—Weekly Paper,
We doubt this ; but we are prepared to
believe that after the events of the last
few weeks the Opposition Leader is
sick of the Opposition.

TO-DAY’S NEWS.

It has long been the fashion with
some journals to print extracts from
their issues of a hundred years ago.
Mr. Punch, who, like Mr. Barpwiy,
prefers to look forward, presents an ex-
tract from the news summary of The
Times, of July 21, 1936. As follows:—

Houzr.—A final report is issued by
the Joint Committee of Owners and
Trade Unions which has been investi-
gating British trade. The report states
that British trade has disappeared. The
Owners say that this is because the
Unions strike first, last, and all the timse,
and the Unions say it is because the
Owners want to make a living, whereas
no Owner has any right to make a
living (p. 11).

Mze. A. J. Cook, addressing a meeting
of allotment-holders at Welwyn Garden
City yesterday, said “not a pen., not a
min.” He had had to abbreviate his
famous saying of the last ten years, to
save breath and newspaperspace. The
coal “lock-out " had now entered on its
five hundred and thirty-second week, or
wasit its five hundred and thirty-third?
and the miners’ leaders stood just where
they did, in fact further back than they
did. They would meet nobody and
discuss nothing. Not only the PrimME
MimnisTER, but all Cabinet Ministers
were liars. In fact the only non-liars
were miners’ leaders (p. 11).

The last British miner emigrated to
the Ruhr yesterday. He was given an
impressive send-off by the local Stone-
Breakers’ Union on embarkation ab
Harwich (p. 12).

Porrrros.—Mr. CHURCHILL, speak-
ing at the People’s Palace on Saturday,
said that the events of the past few
years had confounded the evil prophets
of 1926. The Betting Tax was now
almost the entire revenue of the country.
The  betting industry had developed
fabulously, beyond the dreams of the
wildest optimist. The whole popula-
tion could now be divided into two
clagses, punters and bookies. (Cheers.)
Britain, always a leader, now led the
world in betting (p. 10).

Lord BIRKENHEAD, speaking at a
mothers’ meeting at West Ham on
Saturday night, said he was afraid that
there were elements here which liked
Russian gold, and plenty of it. The
Government would have to do some-
thing about it, but he was not going to
say what (p. 10).

Foreren.—M. Brianp formed his one-
hundred and twenty-fifth Cabinet yester-
day, after difficult negotiations with the
Extreme Right and the Extreme Left and
the Radical-Socialist-Asthmatics of the
Middle Centre. M. SacmaGurrryistobe

Finance Minister, and ¢ Pertinax ” has
accepted the portfolio of Foreign Affairs,
The frane, after touching 2005 to the £,
recovered to 1996.50 (p. 14).

There was a revolution in Poland
yesterday and Marshal Sopesudski
assumed power as Dictator. All is
quiet at Warsaw, except for batteries
of machine-guns and squadrons of tanks
patrolling the strests and firing in all
directions (p. 13).

There was a revolution in Greece
yesterday and General Tryptogopoulis
assumed power as Dictator and started
dictating at once. Calm reigns at
Athens except for periodical bombing
attacks by air squadrons controlled by
the Government before last (p. 13).

There was a revolution at Lisbon on
Saturday,and General Oliveira de Corno
de Boy took office as President. The
new President sent a telegram to the
Foreign Office assuring H.M. Govern-
ment that new Portugal would remain
faithful to its old allies. Lisbon is
tranquil except for steady bombardment
of the Presidential Palace by warships
in the Tagus (p. 13). ‘

The Directorate at Madrid issued on
Saturday a promunciamienio stating
that the smoothing out of the ripples
on the Riff by the Spanish steam-roller
is proceeding according to plan. Hardly
a ripple remains on the Riff, or a
Riffian either (p. 13).

The Foreign Secretary issued a stato-
ment yesterday to the effect that the
European situation was never clearer.
There was not a cloud on the horizon
which had not burst. Those English-
men who still had beds to sleep in might
sleep in them for good (p. 9).

Sporr.—Mr. Billy Brown, ol the
Bowery G.C., U.8.A., played an exhibi-
tion round on St. Andrews old course on
Saturday, doing the eightecn holes in an
even fifty. e used the new magnetic
ball, an American H.E. driver and a
Pittsburg putter. He went round in
twenty-five minutes, flying from tees
to putting-greens in a Baby Poussin
with & 990 m.p. Jumbo engine (p. 6).

A spirited water-polo match was
played on Saturday at Hurlingham be-
tween the Duke of Ollapodrida’s team of
Tritons and Rear-Admiral Hodehouse's
team of Porpoises. The Tritons won
by 13 goals to 3, the Porpoisos being a
little unbandy in getting their punts
athwart the goal (p. ).

Miss Vivienne Lronglon arrived at
Wimbledon two dayslate for the second
round of the Ladios’ Singles. Itappears
that, owing to an attack of nervous
debility, her sixth racquet had become
unstrung. It is believed that this con-
stitutes a “record ” in the history of
championship lawn-tennis (p. 7).
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FAR; BUT I'VE GOT A WIFE
I'M BEGINNING TO FIND YOU A BIT OF A NUISANCE.”

Worknr (thrown out of employment through coal strike, to miner). “1 HAVEN'T SAID MUCH SO
AND FAMILY TO SUPPORT THE SAME AS YOU, AND
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Nervous little Man. “I say, OLD THING, I WOULDN'T LAUGH QUITE S0 LOUD.
DONE 1T.”

HALF THE ROOM LOOKS AS IF IT MIGIT IAVE

PERFECTLY LOVELY TIMES.
XX.—Tae ExeaT.

« ANyHOW,” said the Bronco-Buster
gleefully, “we haven't got the juicéd
jolly old nuisance of a jolly old Sunday
walk.”

She was standing apart on the kerb
with the Sub-prefect asshe spoke. They
were both of them dressed unimpeach-
ably in white serge frocks and had green
ribbons round their hats. Everybody
elge was in croc.

Exactly what the duties of the Sub-
prefect were in the scholastic polity had
never been made known, but the self-
appointed task of the Bronco-Buster
had something to do with the ropes of
dressing-gowns and leaping from bed to
bed inthe dorm. And the Sub-prefect,so
far from frowning upon these activities,
appeared to be the Principal Mustang.
Neither of them, of course, would have
been allowed to be standing there like
that, grinning at the others, if the car
had not just arrived, with the Bronco-
Buster’s patents in it, to take them out
for the day. It had been seen some
distance away coming along the Front;
“and the driving is like the driving
of Ma-ma, the wife of Pa-pa, for she

driveth cautiously,” the Bronco-Buster
had said, for she was always making
dreadful jokes of that kind, causing
the Sub-prefect to say, «Qh, Clare!”
But she had not spoken in this way to
Authority, before whom she was always
deferential, not to say shy.

Giggling, the two accomplices gob
into the car and embraced the dog,
which they bad already cast for the
future réle of a wild boar, and were
taken up the spiral road towards the
downs. The mist had lain on the sea
all the morning, and from the middle of
it came long agonised booms. But the
Bronco- Buster and the Sub-prefect,
their attention being called to this,
proved to be quite uninterested in sea-
scapes or maritime adventure. Their
conversation was of a severely technical
kind. How, for instance, Daphne
Robertson, in jumping on to a bed,
had knocked the whole of the bottom of
it out and gone through on to the floor.

.‘i %s Daphne Robertson a very big
gll‘ 1

«“QOh, no!” with shrieks of amused
indignation. )

«She must be a very heavy girl,
then ?”

«Qh, no, she isn't. She’s very thin

and very small, but she jumps very
hard.”

A somewhat baffling vision of Daphne
Robertson in the act of levitation was
presented to the mind.

The garden of the cottage on the
down was glittering in sunlight, which
had fought successfully all the morning
against the sea-fog, and it was full of
the scent of euonymus and lavender
and pinks and in the long grass there
were red poppies innumerable, so that it
might have seemed to be a good place
toromp in or even to sit down in quietly
and make flower dolls. But the Bronco-
Buster and the Sub-prefect, whatever
their grandmothers might have folt
about it, had other ideas. When they
had put on their faded apple-green ovor-
alls instead ol the Sunday white, they
ran all over the house, and selected what
might have appeared to be the least
attractive part of it on an extremely hot
morning in July.

«“ May we have the airing cupboard
for a cave ?”’ they implored, and, ecrouch-
ing in that dark stuffiness, spent an hour
of thrilling drama until it was time for
lunch.

‘When you go out to lunch on Sunday,
of course the interest lies mainly in its
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not being beef, and in being allowed to
leave things on the side of the plate,
which you can’t do at school kecause
Miss So-and-So reports you (except
Joan Simpson, whom she favours), and
also in having what you like more than
once. In the case of the Sub-prefect
this was tomatoes, because (she said)
she was so fond of the pips, and the soft
part of the pastry without the hard
crust at the edges. But afterwards, of
course, there were strawberries. Asa
special treat the two plates- of straw-
berries were taken back to be eaten in
the airing cupboard, out of which for
several moments proceeded the steady
click of the two cave-women’s spoons.
Then they came downstairs again,
exhibiting perfectly polished platters,
and piously announced, “We’ve washed
them ourselves.”

But when they were taxed instantly
with being wicked little animals they
were obliged to confess that they had
done all the cleaning with their tongues.

Sitting down now upon the grass of
the lawn, bobbed and shingled, a pleas-
ing picture against the background of
flowers, they began to play Snap and
Double Dummy Whist, accusing each
other in shrill but not unfriendly tones
of cheating as almost every card was
played.

After that it was time to proceed to
the nearest point on the beach and
picnic under the chalk cliff near the
coastguard’s hut. Inconsolable for a
time because they had neither buckets
nor shrimping nets, the Bronco-Buster
and the Sub-prefect had to be appeased
by the prospect of making puddings of
chalk and sand, which seemed to offer
fair chances of messiness and rivalry in
handiwork combined. Only tense drama
was lacking, and this a happy thought
of the Bronco-Buster's was able to
supply. When the two of them had
eaten more sugar cakes than a mere
outsider might have thought possible,
and had each drunk two cups of luke-
warm and very milky tea, they rolled

up their sleeves, took off their shoes|:

and their long white socks, and began
to get to work.

The crumbling of the Seven Sisters
provides plenty of cooking material if
you mash about the chalk lumps in
empty jam-pots with a stick. You
can make London milk, ordinary milk,
cream, or, if you mix lots of shingle
with it, a peculiarly nasty-locking and
sticky kind of pie. But after about an
hour of this delicious joy the Bronco-
Buster and the Sub-prefect, who had
now strayed some distance away, seemed
strangely quiet. Then the Bronco-
Buster came running, terrified, with
quick gasps.

“Come, come at once!” she cried,
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FRONTIER TROUBLES AT OLYMPIA.

INFIDEL SAPPERS, WITH DEVIL-BRIDGE, CREATE A SCARE AMONG THE FAITHFUL

(ToMMIES ALL).

“Pam’s frightfully ill. I don’t know
what’s the matter with her.”

A hasty rush had to be made round
a cliff buttress, and there indeed was
the Sub-prefect lying motionless on her
back with every appearance of distress.
Had a loose piece of rock fallen? Wag
it the cake? The rosy brown of her
small face was changed to a dead-white
pallor. Her blue eyes were closed.

There was a moment of awful sus-
pense . . .

The Sub-prefect, shouting withlanghter,
leapt up and dashed lightly away. Her

face and neck had been carefully smeared
all over by the Bronco-Buster with
pieces of moistened chalk.

An hour later, cleansed and in their
right minds, the faded overalls ex-
changed for Sabbatical white serge, they
were delivered into captivity again.

“No jolly old Secripture prep.,” said
the Bronco-Buster, as they kissed
affectionate good-byes. Evoz.

“Tord Oxford has oxcommunicated Mr.
Lloyd George."—Provinciual Paper.

Boss locutus est.
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"Punctilious Relative. “BUT IF YOU'VE NO WISH TO ENCOURAGE THE YOUNG MAN IS IT RIGHT TO LET HIM CONTINUALLY SEND

YOU SUCH LOVELY FLOWERS?"

Young Lady. % QUITE ALL RIGHT, AUNTIE. 1 NEVER SMELL 'EM.”

OUR YACHT.
I.—CarraN aNp CrEW.

I is Percival’s and mine, and its
name is The Merry Widow. So far it
hagn’t looked very merry, but already
it has nearly made Mrs. Percival a
widow. We were not frightfully good
yachtsmen when we started, even
though we did know how to wear yacht-
ing caps and stick our hands in our side-
pockets with the thumbs out in {front.
Now, however, after four days we are
quite good; we can even stand up and
study other craft that pass us on the
Norfolk rivers with a critical and even
supercilious gaze, instead of crouching
down with a harassed look and an eye
on the boom. And as for sailing we
can show a clean dinghy to any craft
on the river.

Percival, who is experienced, told me
when I started that there were three
things I, a novice, should infallibly do
on the first day:—

1) Go aground on a les shore.

2) Get hit on the head by the boom.

(8) Fall off the boat into the water.

He was quite right about (1) and (2),
but (3) I did not do. I am not very
proud about it, though, because the
only reason I didn’t was that I had
already run aground on the lee shore
when I got hit on the head by the
boom, and therefore, instead of falling

off the boat into the water, I merely
fell on to the lee shore. And anyway
I did them all on the second day.

Percival also said—though I suspect
him of making it up—that one cannot
consider oneself a yachtsman till one
has done all three of these things about
six times. Percival says, Yes, he con-
giders himself a yachtsman. I consider
myself by now a skilled yachtsman.
But I wish that yachts, like the Stock
Exchange, could now and then have a
rubber boom. Itwouldn't hurtso much.

During the time that Percival is not
asleep and I am neither in the water
nor unconscious from concussion, I
think we get on fairly well. Except in
“ tacking.” I have a feeling that we
don't “tack” in quite the right way.
At present we do 1t as follows :—

We get on board at one of the banks
and somebody holds the stern anchor
cable while we hoist the sails. Whenhe
can’t hold on anylonger he lets go. When
he lets go we charge across the river
at tremendous speed. Arrived at the
other side, I push the sharp end of the
ship out of the mud with the pole thing
called a “quant” which they supply
with the boat to help you to “tack”
with, and we dash back once more. I
wait ready with the *“ quant ” pole, and,
if I haven’t been thrown ashore by the
impact, I push the sharp end round
again.

We thus thrash back and forth about
thirty times and then discover, just as
we think we must be reaching the nexf
village, that we have left behind us on
shore the fresh-water jar or clse the
bottled beer. If it is the latter it is
serious; but no harm is done because
at the next “tack ” whoever has sud-
denly landed {rom the sharp end walks
back along the bank to where we started
from—a matter of some fifteen yards—
and gets it.

There is another thing we arc frankly
not good at, and that is bridges. Bridges
on the Norfolk rivers are of two kinds—
the kind that pivots round on a central
pler and allows you to pass through on
either side, and the kind that you have
to stop and pub down your mast for.
These latter are the principal means of
livelihood of men in tugs with ropes, men
on shore with ropes, and men in row-
boats with ropes, who rush out, shouting
contradictory advice and throwing fos-
toons of ropes all over you, just in time
to save you drifting up against the
bridge with your mast.

We had an unusual experience yes-
texday over one of these bridges—the
kind that pivots on a central pier—and
we have not yet decided whose fault it
was.

The Merry Widow appronched, with
Captain Percival and Crew Apple in
a harried condition and shouting vigor-
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ously because the man who swings
the bridge had not yet noticed the
yacht’s arrival. 'We were almost on it
when it started to open, and we found
we had unluckily chosen that side which
swung oub against us.

Captain Percival at this critical time
was controlling the tiller with his spinal
column and the main-sheet with a slip-
knot on the left ankle, while Crew
Apple was holding the jib-sheet with
both knees and a running bowline over
the right shoulder. Despite this we
missed the -small opening which was
all that offered itself at the moment,
and our mast struck the slowly-moving
bridge with a crash. Totheaccompani-
ment of the rattling of empty beer bot-
tles in the starboard lockers and two
Primus stoves and a score of sardine
tins in the port bunk, we heeled over.
With masterly yachtsmanship Captain
Percival shifted the tiller two vertebrae
up his spine and drew in the main-sheet
with his knee. Crew Apple assisted by
passing the boom from port to starboard
with his forehead. But the yacht heeled
over still more as the opening bridge
pushed us about, and we apparently be-

- gan to sail backwards, so we lay in the
bottom and prayed.

After five exciting minutes Captain
Percival sent Crew Apple on deck to re-
port. Crew Apple joyfully reported
that, first, we were 'still in the river;
second, he could see the bridge fifteen
yards off on the starboard bow; and,
third, it was wide open.

Captain Percival thereupon sprang
to the tiller, gave Crew Apple his half
of the sheet, charged at the opening
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